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POEMS AND PROSE FOR
READING AND MEMORIZING IN
THE EI GHTH GRADE
GROUP I. POEMS BY
JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL
ALADDIN
WHEN I was a beggarly boy,
And lived in a cellar damp,
I had not a friend nor a toy,
But I had Aladdin's lamp;
When I could not sleep for the cold,
I had fire enough in my brain,
And builded, with roofs of gold,
My beautiful castle in Spain.
, Since t hen I have toiled day and night,
I have money and power good store,
But I'd give all my lamps of silver bright
F or the one that is mine no more;
T ake, Fortune, whatever you choose,
You gave, and may snatch again;
I have nothing 't wo~ld pain me to lose,
For I own no more castles in Spain!
THE FIRST SNOW-FALL
T HE snow had begun in the gloaming,
And busily all the night
H ad been heaping field and highway
With a silence deep and white.

5

IO

15

2
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Every pine and fir and hemlock
\,Vore equine too dear for an earl,
And the poorest twig on the elm-tree
Was ridged inch deep with pes.rl.
F rom sheds new-roofed with Carrara
Came Chanticleer's muffled crow,
T he stiff rails softened to swan's-down,
And still :fluttered down the snow.
I stood and watched by the window
T he noiseless work of the sky,
And the sudden flurries of snow-birds,
Like brown leaves whirling by.
I thought of a mound in sweet Auburn
Where a little headstone stood;
How the flakes were folding it gently,
As did robins the babes in the wood.

5
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15
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Up spoke our own little Mabel,
Saying, ''Fa ther, who makes it snow?"
And I told of the good All-Father
Who cares for us here below.
25
Again I looked at the snow-fall
And thought of the leaden sky
T hat arched o'er our first great sorrow,
When that mound was heaped so high.

I remembered the gradual patience
T hat fell from that cloud like snow,
Flake by flake, healing and hiding
The scar t hat renewed our woe.

30
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And again to the child I whispered,
"The snow that husheth all,
Darling, the merciful Father
Alone can make it fall!"

1

Then, with eyes that saw not, I kissed her,
And she, kissing back, could not know
That my kiss was given to her sister,
Folded close under deepening snow.

S

35

40

TO THE DANDELION
D EAR common Bower, that grow'st beside the way,
Fringing the dusty road with harmless gold,
First pledge of blithesome May,
Which children pluck, and, full of pride uphold,
H igh-hearted buccaneers, o'erjoyed that they
5
An Eldorado in the grass have found,
Which not the rich earth's ample round
May match in wealth, thou art more dear to me
Than all the prouder summer-blooms may be.
Gold such as thine ne'er drew the Spanish prow 10
Through the primeval hush of Indian seas,
Nor wrinkled the lean brow
Of age, to rob the lover's heart of ease;
'T is the Spring's largess, which she scatters now
To rich and poor alike, with lavish hand,
15
Though most hearts never understand
To take it at God's value, but pass by
The offered wealth with unrewarded eye.
Thou art my tropics and mine Italy;
To look at thee unlocks a warmer clime;

20

4
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The eyes thou givest me
Are in the heart, and heed not space or time:
Not in mid June the golden-cuirassed bee
Feels a more summer-like warm ravishment
In the white lily's breezy tent,
His fragrant Sybaris, than I, when first
From the dark green thy yellow circles burst. ,

25

Then think I of deep shadows on the grass,
Of meadows where in sun the cattle graze,
Where, as the breezes pass,
30
The gleaming rushes lean a thousand ways,
Of leaves that slumber in a cloudy mass,
Or whiten in the wind, of waters blue
That from the distance sparkle through
35
Some woodland gap, and of a sky above,
Where one white cloud like a stray lamb doth move.
My childhood's earliest thoughts are linked with
thee;
T he sight of thee calls back the robin's song,
Who, from the dark old tree
Beside the door, sang clearly all day long,
40
And I, secure in childish piety,
Listened as if I heard an angel sing
With news from heaven, which he could bring
Fresh every day to my untainted ears
When birds and flowers and I were happy peers. 45
How like a prodigal doth nature seem,
When thou, for all thy go)d, so common art!
Thou teachest me to deem
More sacredly of every human heart,
, Since each reflects in joy its scanty gleam

50
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Of heaven, and could some wondrous secret show,
D id we but pay t he love we owe,
And with a child's undoubting wisdom look
On all these living pages of God's book.
CONCORD BRID GE
ODE READ AT THE ONE HUNDREDTH ANNIVERSARY
OF THE FIGHT AT CONCORD BRIDGE
I
W HO cometh over the hills,
Her garments with morning sweet,
T he dance of a thousand rills
M aking music before her feet ?
Her presence freshens the air;
Sunshine steals light from her face;
T he leaden footstep of Care
Leaps to the tune of her pace,
F airness of a ll that is fair,
Grace at the heart of all grace,
Sweetener of hut and of hall,
Bringer of life out of naught,
Freedom, oh, fairest of all
T he daughters of T ime and T hought!

5

10

II

She cometh, cometh to-day:
Hark! hear ye not her. tread,
Sending a thrill t h rough your clay,
Under the sod there, ye dead,
Her nurslings and champions?
D o ye not hear, as she comes,
T he bay of the deep-mouthed guns,

15

20
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T he gathering rote of the drums?
The bells that called ye to prayer,
How wildly they clamor on her,
Crying, "She cometh! prepare
Her to praise and her to honor,
T hat a hundred years ago
Scattered here in blood and tears
P otent seeds wherefrom should g;ow
Gladness for a hundred years!"

25

30

III

Tell me, young men, have ye seen
Creature of diviner mien
For true hearts to long and cry for,
M anly hearts to live and die for ?
What hath she that others want?
Brows that all endearments haunt,
Eyes that make it sweet to dare,
Smiles that cheer untimely death,
Looks that fortify despair,
T ones more brave than trumpet's breath;
Tell me, maidens, have ye known
H ousehold charm more s·weetly rare,
Grace of woman ampler blown,
Modesty more debonair,
Younger heart with wit full grown?
Oh for an hour of my prime,
T he pulse of my hotter yea.rs,
T hat I might praise her in rhyme
Would tingle your eyelids to tears,
Our sweetness, our strength, and our star,
Our hope, our joy, and our trust,
Who lifted us out of the dust,
And made us whatever we are!

35

40
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IV

Whiter than moonshine upon snow
H er raiment is, but round the hem
Crimson stained; and, as to and fro
H er sandals flash, we see on them,
And on her instep '{eined with blue,
Flecks of crimson, on those fair feet,
High-arched, Diana-like, and fleet,
Fit for no grosser stain than dew:
Oh, call them rather chrisms than stains,
Sacred and from heroic veins!
For, in the glory-guarded pass,
Her haughty and far-shining head
She bowed to shrive Leonidas
With his imperishable dead;
Her, too, M orgarten saw,
Where the Swiss lion fleshed his icy p:.w;
She followed Cromwell's quenchless star
Where t he grim P uritan tread
Shook Marston, Naseby, and D unbar:
Yea, on her feet are dearer dyes
Yet fresh, nor looked on with untearful eyes.

55

60

65

70

V

Our fathers found her in the woods
75
Where Nature meditates and broods,
The seeds of unexampled things
Which Time to consummation brings
Through life and death and man's unstable moods;
They met her here, not recognized,
80
A sylvan huntress clothed in furs,
T o whose chaste wants her bow s ufficed,
Nor dreamed what destinies were hers:

8
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She taught them bee-like to create
Their simpler forms of Church and State,
85
She taught them to endue
The past with other functions than it knew,
And turn in channels strange the uncertain stream of
Fate;
Better than all, she fenced them in their need
With iron-handed Duty's sternest creed,
90
'Gainst Self's lean wolf that ravens word and deed.
VI

Why cometh she hither to-day
T o this low village of the plain
F ar from the Present's lou_d highway,
From Trade's cool heart and seething brain?
95
Why cometh she? She was not far away.
Since the soul touched it, not in vain,
With pathos of immortal gain,
'T is here her fondest memories stay.
She loves yon pine-bemurmured ridge
100
Where now our broad-browed poet sleeps,
Dear to both Englands; near him he
Who wore the ring of Canace;
But most her heart to rapture leaps
Where stood that era-parting bridge,
105
O'er which, with footfall still as dew,
T he Old Time passed into the New;
Where, as your stealthy river creeps, ·
H e whispers to his listening weeds
110
T ales of sublimest homespun deeds.
Here English law and English thought
'Gainst the self-will of England fought;
And here were men (coequal with their fate),
Who did great things, unconscious they were great.

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL
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T hey dreamed not what a die was cast
115
With that first answering shot; wh,tt then?
T here was their duty; they were men
Schooled the soul's inward gospel to obey,
T hough leading to the lion's den.
T hey felt the habit-hallowed world give way
120
Beneath t heir lives, and on went they,
Unhappy who was last.
When Buttrick gave the word,
T hat awful idol of the unchallenged P ast.,
Strong in their love, and in their lineage strong,
125
F ell crashing: if they heard it not,
Yet the earth heard,
Nor ever hath forgot,
As on from startled throne to throne,
Where Superstition sate or conscious Wrong,
130
A shudder ran of some dread birth unknown.
T hrice venerable spol!
R iver more fateful than the Rubicon!
O'er those red planks, to snalch her diadem,
l\1an's H ope, star-girdled, sprang with them,
135
And over ways untried the feet of Doom strode on.
VII

Think you these felt no charms
In their gray homesteads and embowered farms?
In household faces waiting at the door
Their evening step should lighten up no more?
140
I n fields their boyish feet had known?
In t rees their fathers' hands had set,
And which with them had grown,
Widening each year their leafy coronet ?
Felt they no pang of passionate.regret
145
F or those unsolid goods that seem so much our own ?

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL

These things are dear to every man that lives,
And life prized more for what it lends than gives.
Yea, many a tie, through iteration sweet,
Strove to detain their fatal feet;
·
150
And yet the enduring half they chose,
Whose choice decides a man life's slave or king,
The invisible things of God before the seen and known:
Therefore their memory inspiration blows
With echoes gathering on from zone to zone;
155
For manhood is the one immortal thing
Beneath Time's changeful sky,
And, where it lightened once, from age to age,
Men come to learn, in grateful pilgrimage,
That length of days is knowing when to die.
160
Vlll

What marvellous change of things and men!
She, a world-wandering orphan then,
So mighty now ! Those are her streams
That whirl the myriad, myriad wheels
Of all that does, and all that dreams,
Of all that thinks, and all that feels,
Through spaces stretched from sea to sea;
By idle tongues and busy brains,
By who doth right, and who refrains,
Hers are our losses and our gains;
Our maker and our victim she.

165

170

IX

Maiden half mortal, half divine,
We triumphed in thy coming; to the brinks
Our hearts were filled with pride's tumultuous wine;
Better to-day who rather feels than thinks.
175
Yet will some graver thoughts intrude,

JAMES RUSSELL LOWELL
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And cares of sterner mood;
They won thee: who shall keep thee? From the deeps
Where discrowned empires o'er their ruins brood,
And many a thwarted hope wrings its weak hands and
weeps,
180
I hear the voice as of a mighty wind
From all heaven's caverns rushing unconfined,
" I, Freedom, dwell with Knowledge: I abide
With men whom dust of faction cannot blind
To the slow tracings of the Eternal Mind;
18.5
With men by culture trained and fortified,
Who bitter duty to sweet lusts prefer,
Fearless to counsel and obey.
Conscience my sceptre is, and law my sword,
Not to be drawn in passion or in play,
190
But terrible to punish and deter;
Implacable as God's word,
Like it, a shepherd's crook to them that blindly err.
Your firm-pulsed sires, my martyrs and my saints,
Offshoots of that one stock whose patient sense
105
H ath known to mingle flux with permanence,
Rated my chaste denials and restraints
Above the moment's dear-paid paradise:
Beware lest, shifting with Time's gradual creep,
The light that guided shine into your eyes.
200
The envious Powers of ill nor wink nor sleep:
Be therefore timely wise,
Nor laugh when this one steals, and that one lies,
As if your luck could cheat those sleepless spies,
Till the deaf Fury comes your house to sweep!"
205
I hear the voice, and unaffrighted bow;
Ye shall not be prophetic now,
Heralds of ill, that darkening fly
Between my vision and the rainbowed sky,

12
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Or on the left your coarse forebodings croak
210
From many a blasted bough
On Yggdrasil's storm-sinewed oak,
That once was green, Hope of the West, as thou:
Yet pardon if I tremble while I boast;
For I have loved as those who pardon most.
215
X

Away, ungrateh1l doubt, away !
At least she is our own to-day.
Break into rapture, my song,
Verses, leap forth in the sun,
Bea.ring the joyance along
Like a t rain of fire as ye run!
Pause not for choosing of words,
Let them but blossom and sing
Blithe as the orchards and birds
With the new coming of spring !
D ance in your jollity, bells;
Shout, cannon; cease not, ye dm~s;
Answer, ye hillside and dells;
Bow, all ye people! She comes,
Radiant, calm-fronted, as when
She hallowed that April day.
Stay with us! Yes, thou shalt stay,
Softener and strengthener of men,
Freedom, not won by the vain,
Not to be courted in play,
Not to be kept without pain.
Stay with us! Ycs, thou wilt stay,
Handmaid a nd mistress of a ll,
K indler of deed and of thought,
Thou that to hut and to hall
Equa l deliverance brought!

225
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Souls of her martyrs, draw near,
Touch our dull lips with your fire,
That we may praise without fear
Her our delight, our desire,
Our faith's inextinguishable SL'l.r,
Our hope, our remembrance, our trust,
Our present, our past, our to be,
.
Who will mingle her life with our dust j
And m~kes us deserve to be free!

245

250

THE FOUNTAIN
the sunshine,
Full of the light,
Leaping and flashing
From morn till night;

INTO

Into the moonlight,
Whiter than snow,
Waving so flower-like
When the winds blow;

''
5

Into the starlight
Rushing in spray,
Happy at midnight,
Happy by day;
Ever in motion,
Blithesome and cheery,
Still climbing heavenward,
Never aweary;
Glad of all weathers,
Still seeming best,

15

14
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Upward or downward,
Motion thy rest;

20

Full of a nature
Nothing can tame,
Changed every moment,
Ever the same;
: Ceaseless aspiring,
Ceaseless content,
' D arkness or sunshine
Thy element;
Glorious fountain,
Let my heart be
Fresh, changeful, constant,
Upward, like thee!

25

30

. "0 BEAUTIFUL! MY COUNTRY!"

0 BEAUTIFUL! my Country! ours once more!
Smoothing thy gold of war-dishevelled hair
O'er such sweet brows as never other wore,
And letting thy set lips,
Freed from wrath's pale eclipse,
The rosy edges of their smile lay bare,
What words divine of lover or of poet
Could tell our love and make thee know it,
Among the Nations bright beyond compare?
What were our lives without thee?
What all our lives to save thee?
We reek not what we gave thee;
We will not dare to doubt thee,
But ask whatever else, and we will dare!

5
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THE SHEPHERD OF KING ADMETUS
THERE came a youth upon the earth,
Some thousand years ago,
Whose slender hands were nothing worth,
Whether to plough, or reap, or sow.
Upon an empty tortoise-shell
He stretched some chords, and drew
Music that made men's bosoms swell
Fearless, or brimmed their eyes with dew.
Then King Admetus, one who had
Pure taste by right divine,
Decreed his singing not too bad
To hear between the cups of wine:

10

And so, well pleased with being soothed
Into a sweet half-sleep,
Three times his kingly beard he smoothed,
And made him viceroy o'er his sheep.
His words were simple words enough,
And yet he used them so,
That what in other mouths was rough
In his seemed musical and low.
Men called him but a shiftless youth,
In whom no good they saw;
And yet, unwittingly, in truth,
They made his careless words their law.

5
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They knew not how he learned at all, './
For idly, hour by hour,

25
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He sat and watched the dead leaves fall,
Or mused upon a common flower.

It seemed the loveliness of things
Did teach him all their use,
For, in mere weeds, and stones, and springs,
He found a healing power profuse.

30

Men granted that his speech was wise,
But, when a glance they caught
Of his slim grace and woman's eyes,
They laughed, and called him good-for-naught.
Yet after he was dead and gone, •
And e'en his memory dim,
Earth seemed more sweet to live upon,
More full of love, because of him.

35

40

And day by day more holy grew
Each spot where he had trod,
T ill after-poets only knew
Their first-born brother as a god.
THE SINGING LEAVES
A BALL AD

I

fairings will ye that I bring?''
Said the King to his daughters t hree;
"For I to Vanity F air am boun,
Now say what shall they be?"
"WHAT

Then up and spake the eldest daughter,
That lady tall and grand;

. 5
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"Oh, bring me pearls and diamonds great,
And gold rings for my hand."
Thereafter spake the second daughter,
That was both white and red:
"For me bring silks that will stand alone,
And a gold comb for my head."
Then came the turn of the least daughter,
That was whiter than thistle-down,
And among the gold of her blithesome hair
Dim shone the golden crown.
"There came a bird t11is morning,
And sang 'neat11 my bower eaves,
Till I dreamed, as his music made me,
'Ask thou for the Singing Leaves."'

10

15

20

Then the brow of the King swelled crimson
With a flush of angry scorn:
'' Well have ye spoken, my two eldest,
And chosen as ye were born;
"But she, like a thing of peasant race,
That is h appy binding the sheaves;"
Then he saw her dead mother in her face,
And said, "Thou shalthave thy leaves."

25

II

H e mounted and rode three days and nights
Till he came to Vanity Fair,
30
And 't was easy to buy the gems and the silk,
But no Singing Leaves were there.
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Then deep in the greenwood rode he,
And asked of every tree,
"Oh, if you have ever a Singing Leaf,
I pray you give it me!"
But the trees all kept their counsel,
And never a word said they,
Only there sighed from the pine-tops
A music of seas far away.

35

40

Only the pattering aspen
Made a sound of growing rain,
That fell ever faster and faster,
Then faltered to silence again.
"Oh, where shall I find a little foot-page
That would win both hose and shoon,
And will bring to me the Singing Leaves
If they grow under the moon?"
T hen lightly turned him Walter the page,
By the stirrup as he ran:
"Now pledge you me the truesome word
Of a king and gentleman,

45

50

"That you will give me the fi rst, first thing
You meet at your castle-gate,
And the Princess shall get the Singing Leaves, 55
Or mine be a traitor's fate."
·
The King's bead dropt upon his breast
A moment, as it might be ;
'T will be my dog, he thought, and said,
"My faith I plight to thee."

60
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Then Walter took from next his heart
A packet small and thin,
"Now give you this to the Princess Anne,
The Singing Leaves are therein."
Ill

As the King rode in at his castle-gate,
65
A maiden to meet him ran,
And " Welcome, father!" she laughed and cried
Together, the Princess Anne.

"Lo, here the Singing Leaves," quoth he,

"And woe, but they cost me dear!"
She took the packet, and the smile
D eepened down beneath the tear.

It deepened down till it reached her heart,
And then gushed up again,
And lighted her tears as the sudden sun
Transfigures the summer rain.
And the first Leaf, when it was opened,
Sang: " I am Walter the page,
And the songs I sing 'neath thy window
Are my only heritage."

70
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And the second Leaf sang: "But in the land
That is neither on earth nor sea,
My lute and I are lords of more
Than thrice this kingdom's fee."
And the third Leaf sang, "Be mine! Be mine!" 85
And ever it sang, "Be mine!"
Then sweeter it sang and ever sweeter,
And said, " I am thine, thine, thine! "

20
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At the first Leaf she grew pale enough,
At the second she turned aside,
At the third, 't was as if a lily flushed
With a rose's red heart's tide.
"Good counsel gave the bird," said she,
"I have my hope thrice o'er,
For they sing to my very heart," she said,
"And it sings to them evermore."

90

95

She brought to him her beauty and truth,
But and broad earldoms three,
And he made her queen of the broader lands
H e held of his lute in fee.
100

THE VISION OF SIR LAUNFAL
PRELUDE TO PART FIRST

OvEn his keys the musing organist,
Beginning doubtfully and far away,
First lets his fingers wander as they list,
And builds a bridge from Dreamland for his lay:
Then, as the touch of his loved instrument
5
Gives hope and fervor, nearer draws his theme,
First guessed by faint auroral flushes sent
Along the wavering vista of.his dream.
Not only around our infancy
D oth heaven with all its splendors lie;
Daily, with souls that cringe and plot,
We Sinais climb and know it not.
Over our manhood bend the skies;
Against our fallen and traitor lives

10
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T he great winds utter prophecies;
With our faint hearts the mountain strives;
I ts arms outstretched, the D ruid wood
Waits with its benedicite;
And to our age's drowsy blood
Still shouts the inspiring·sea.

21
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Earth gets its price for what Eart h gives us;
The beggar is taxed for a corner to die in,
T he priest hath his fee who comes and shrives us,
We bargain for the graves we lie in;
At the D evil's booth are all things sold,
25
Each ounce of dross costs its ounce of gold;
F or a cap and bells our lives we pay,
Bubbles we buy with a whole soul's tasking:
17. Druid wood. Poets are fond of this figure. See " Druid-like device," I ndian-Summer Reverw; also Evangeline, "The murmuring pines and the bemJocks
Bearded with moss, and in garments green, ind.istinct in the twilight
S tand like Druids of eld.''

T he priests of the pagan religion among the Celts, the Druids,
performed many rites in the woods, and the oak, especially, and the
mistletoe were important in certain ceremonies. For the value attached to mistletoe growing upon an oak-tree, and for the manner
of cutting it with a golden sickle, see Brand's Popular Antiquities.
Longfellow uses this figure as a means of description, but Lowell
gives to it a hidden meaning, which admirably adapts the form to
the purpose of this poem. In his thought the trees of the forest have
become, in this later time, the bearers of divine messages, thus taking the place of the priests who formerly found in them symbols of
secret and unknown influences, potent to bless or to ban.
18. benedicile. See "old benedictions may recall" in Al Fresco, and
'Wordsworth'jj
"The thought of our past years in me doth breed
Perpetual benedictions.''

9:1. The reference to the court jester of tl1e Middle Ages is ob,~ous.

For the young, the significance of the figure borrowed from the
adornment of the king's fool should be interpreted by conversation
and illustration.
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'Tis heaven alone that is given away,
'T is only God may be had for the asking;
No price is set on the lavish summer;
June may be had by the poorest comer.

ao

And what is so rare as a day in June?
Then, if ever, come perfect days;
Then Heaven tries earth if it be in tune,
35
And over it softly her warm ear lays;
Whether we look, or whether we listen,
We hear life murmur, or see it glisten;
Every clod fee ls a stir of might,
An instinct within it that reaches and towers,
40
And, groping blindly above it for light,
Climbs to a soul in grass and flowers;
The flush of life may well be seen
Thrilling back over hills and valleys;
The cowslip startles in meadows green,
45
The buttercup catches the sun in its chalice,
And there's never a leaf nor a blade too mean
To be some happy crea ture's palace;
The little bird sits at bis door in the sun,
Atilt like a blossom among the leaves,
50
And lets his illumined being o'errun
With the deluge of summer -it receives;
H is mate feels the eggs beneath her wings,
And the heart in her dumb breast flutters and sings;
H e sings to the wide world, and she to her nest, - 55
In the nice ear of Nature which song is the best?
Now is the high-tide of the year,
And whatever of life hath ebbed away
Comes flooding back with a ripply dicer,
Into every bare inlet and creek and bay;
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Now the heart is so full that a drop overfills it,
We are happy now because God wills it;
No matter how barren the past may have been,
'Tis enough for us now that the leaves are green;
We sit in the warm shade and feel right well
65
H ow the sap creeps up and the blossoms swell,
We may shut our eyes, but we cannot help knowing
That skies are clear and grass is growing;
The breeze comes whispering in our ear,
That dandelions are blossoming near,
70
That maize has sprouted, that streams are flowing,
That the river is bluer than the sky,
That the robin is plastering his house hard by;
And if the breeze kept the good news back,
For other couriers we should not lack;
75
We could guess it a ll by yon heifer's lowing, And hark! how clear bold chanticleer,
Warmed with the new wine of the year,
Tells all in his lusty crowing!
Joy comes, grief goes, we know not how;
80
Everything is happy now,
Everything is upward striving;
'T is as easy now for the heart to be true
As ·for grass to be green or skies to be blue, 'Tis the natural way of living :
8.5
Who knows whither the clouds have fled?
In the unscarred heaven they leave no wake;
And the eyes forget the tears they have shed,
The heart forgets its sorrow and ache;
The soul partakes the season's youth,
90
And the sulphurous rifts of passion and woe
Lie deep 'neat h a silence pure and smooth,
L ike burnt-out craters healed with snow.
What wonder if Sir Launfal now
Remembered the keeping of bis vow?
95
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I

"MY gold~n spurs now bring to me,
And bring to me my richest mail,
For to-morrow I go over land and sea
In search of the H oly Grail;
Shall never a bed for me be spread,
Nor shall a pillow be under my head,
Till I begin my vow to keep;
Here on the rushes will I sleep,
And perchance there may come a vision true
Ere day create the world anew.''
Slowly Sir Launfal's eyes grew dim,
Slumber fell like a cloud on him,
And into his soul the vision flew.

100
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II

The crows flapped over by twos and threes,
In the pool drowsed the cattle up to their knees, 110
The little birds sang as if it were
The one day of summer in all the year,
And the very leaves seemed to sing on the trees:
The castle alone in the landscape lay
Like an outpost of winter, dull and gray: .
115
'Twas the proudest hall in the orth Countree,
And never its gates might opened be,
Save to lord or lady of high degree;
Summer besieged it on every side,
But the churlish stone her assaults defied;
120
She could not scale the chilly wall,
Though around it for leagues her pavilions tall
Stretched left and right,
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Over the hills and out of sight;
Green and broad was every tent,
And out of each a murmur went
Till the breeze fell off at night.

25
125

III

The drawbridge dropped with a surly clang:
And through the dark arch a charger sprang,
Bearing Sir Launfal, the maiden knight,
130
In his gilded mail, that flamed so bright
It seemed the dark castle had gathered a ll
Those shafts the fierce sun had shot over its wall
In his siege of three hundred summers long,
135
And, binding them all in one b lazing sheaf,
Had cast them forth: so, young and strong,
And lightsome as a locust-leaf,
Sir Lauufal flashed forth in his maiden mail,
To seek in all climes for the H oly Grail.
IV

It was morning on hill and stream and tree,

And morning in the young knight's heart;
Only the castle moodily
Rebuffed the gifts of the sunshine Cree,
And gloomed by itself apart;
The season brimmed all other things up
Full as the rain fills the pitcher-plant's cup.

140

145

V

As Sir Launfa l made morn through the darksome gate,
He was 'ware of a leper, crouched by the same,
Who begged with his hand and moaned as he sate;
And a loathing over Sir Launfal came;
150
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The sunshine w_e nt out of his soul with a thrill,
T he flesh 'neath his a rmor ' gan shrink and crawl,
And midway its leap his heart stood still
Like a frozen waterfall;
For this man, so foul and bent of stature,
155
Rasped harshly against his dainty nature,
And seemed the one blot on the summer morn,' So he tossed him a piece of gold in scorn.
VI

The leper raised not the gold from the dust:
" Better to me the poor man's crust,
160
Better the blessing of the poor,
Though I t urn me empty from his door;
That is no true alms which the hand can hold ;
He gives nothing but worthless gold
Who gives from a sense of duty;
16.5
But he who gives but a slender mite,
And gives to that which is out of sight,
That thread of the all-sustaining Beauty
Which runs through all and doth all unite, The hand cannot dasp the whole of his alms,
170
The heart outstretches its eager palms,
For a god goes with it and makes it store
To the soul that was starving in darkness before."
PRELUDE TO PART SECOND

D owN swept the chill wind from the mountain peak,
F rom the snow five thousand summers old;
175
On open wold and hilltop bleak
It had gathered all the cold,
And whirled it like sleet on the wanderer's cheek;
It carried a shiver everywhere
From the unleafed boughs and pastures bare;
180
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The little brook heard it and built a roof
'Neath which he could house him, winter-proof;
All night by t he white stars' frosty gleams
He groined his arches and matched his beams;
Slender and clear were his crystal spars
185
As the lashes of light that trim the stars;
He sculptured every summer delight
In his halls and chambers out of sight;
Sometimes his tinkling waters slipt
D own through a frost-leaved forest-crypt,
190
Long, spark.ling aisles of steel-stemmed trees
Bending to counterfeit a breeze;
Sometimes the roof no fretwork knew
But silvery mosses that downward grew:
Sometimes it was carved in sharp relief
195
With quaint arabesques of ice-fern leaf;
Sometimes it was simply smooth and clear
F or the gladness of heaven to shine through, and here
He had caught the nodding bulrush-tops
200
And hung them thickly with diamond-drops,
That c~ystalled the beams of moon and sun,
And made a star of every one:
No mortal builder's most rare device
Could match this winter-palace of ice;
'Twas as if every image that mirrored lay
205
In his depths serene through the summer day,
Each fleeting shadow of earth and sky,
Lest the happy model should be lost,
Had been mimicked in fairy masonry
By the elfin builders of the frost.
210
Within the hall are song and laughter,
The cheeks of Christmas grow red and jolly,

203. The Empress of Russia, Catherine II, in a magnificent freak.
built a palace of ice, which was a nine-days' wonder.
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And sprouting is every corbel and rafter
With lightsome green of ivy and holly;
Through the deep gulf of the chimney wide
215
Wa llows the Yule-log's roaring tide;
The broad flame-pennons droop and flap
And belly and tug as a flag in the wind;
Like a locust shrills the imprisoned sap,
H unted to death in its galleries blind;
220
And swift little troops of silent sparks,
Now pausing, now scattering away as in fear,
Go threading the soot-forest's tangled darks
Like herds of startled deer.
But the wind without was eager and sharp,
225
Of Sir Launfal's gray hair it makes a harp,
And rattles and wrings
The icy strings,
Singing, in drca.ry monotone,
A Christmas carol of its own,
230
Whose burden stiU, as he might guess,
Was "Sl1elterless, shelterless, shelterless! "
The voice of the seneschal flared like a torch
As he shouted the wanderer away from the porch,
And he sat in the gateway a nd saw all night
235
T he great hall-fire, so cheery and bold,
T hrough the window-slits of the castle old,
Build out its piers of ruddy light
Against the drift of the cold.
216. The Yule-log was anciently a hug<> log burned al Lhcfca.st of
J uul (pronounced Yule) by our Scandinavian ancestors in honor
of the god Thor. Juul-tid ( Yule-ti111c) corresponded in time to
Christmas Lide, and when Christian fostivities took the place of
pagan, many ceremonies remained. The great log, still called lhe
Yule-log, was dragged in and burned in the fireplace after Thor
had been forgotten.
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PART SECOND
I
THERE was never a leaf on bush or tree,
24-0
The bare boughs rattled shudderingly;
The river was dumb and could not speak,
For the weaver Winter its shroud had spun;
A single crow on the tree-top bleak
From his shining feathers shed off the cold sun; 245
Again it was morning, but shrunk and cold, ·
As if her veins were sapless and old,
And she rose up decrepitly
For a last dim look at earth and sea.

II

Sir Launfal turned from his own hard gate,
For another heir in his earldom sate;
An old, bent man, worn out and frail,
He came back from seeking the Holy Grail;
Little he recked of his earldom's loss,
No more on his surcoat was blazoned the cross,
But deep in his soul the sign he wore,
The badge of the suffering and the poor.

250
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III

Sir Launfal's raiment thin and spare
Was idle mail 'gainst the barbed air,
For it was just at the Christmas time;
So he mused, as he sat, of a sunnier clime,
And sought for a shelter from cold and snow
In the light and warmth of long-ago;
He sees the snake-like caravan crawl
O'er the edge of the desert, black and small,

260
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Then nearer and nearer, till, one by one,
He can count the camels in the sun,
As over the red-hot sands they pass
To where, in its slender necklace of grass,
The litt le spring laughed and leapt in the shade,
And with its own self like an infant played,
And waved its signal of palms.

270

IV

"For Christ's sweet sake, I beg an a lms;" The happy camels may reach the spring,
But Sir Launfal sees only the grewsome thing,
The leper, lank as the rain-blanched bone,
That cqwers beside him, a thing as lone
And white as the ice-isles of Northern seas
In the desolate horror of his disease.

'Z'/5

V

And Sir Launfal said, " I behold in thee
280
An image of Him who died on the tree;
Thou also hast had thy crown of thorns,
Thou also hast had the world's buffets and scorns,
And to thy life were not denied
The wounds in the hands and feet and side:
285
Mild Mary's Son, acknowledge me;
Behold, through him, I give to Thee! "
VI

Then the soul of the leper stood up in his eyes
And looked at Sir Launfal, and straightway he
Remembered in what a haughtier guise
290
He had flung an a lms to leprosie,
When he girt his young life up in gilded mail
And set forth in search of the H oly Grail
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The heart within him was ashes_and dust;
He parted in twain his single crust,
295
He broke the ice on the streamlet's brink,
And gave the leper to eat and drink:
'T was a mouldy crust of coarse brown bread,
'Twas water out of a wooden bowl, Yet with fine wheaten bread was the leper fed,
300
And 't was red wine he drank with his thirsty soul.
VII

As Sir Launfal mused with a downcast face,
A light shone round about the place;
The leper no longer crouched at his side,
But stood before him glorified,
Shining and tall and fair and straight
As the pillar that stood by the Beautiful Gate, Himself the Gate whereby men can
Enter the temple of God in Man.

305

VIII

His words were shed softer than leaves from the pine, 310
And they fell on Sir Launfal as snows on the brine,
That mingle their softness and quiet in one
With the shaggy unrest they float down upon;
And the voice that was calmer than silence said,
" Lo, it is I, be not afraid!
315
In many climes, without avail,
Thou hast spent thy life for the Holy Grail;
Behold, it is here, - this cup which thou
Didst fill at the streamlet for Me but now;
This crust is My body broken for thee,
This water His blood that died on the tree;
The Holy Supper is kept, indeed,
In whatso we share with another's need:
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Not what we give, but what we share, For the gift without the giver is bare;
Who gives himself with his alms feeds three, H imself, his hungering neighbor, and Me."

325

IX

Sir Launfal awoke as from a swound: " T he Grail in my castle here is found!
Hang my idle armor up on the waU,
Let it be the spider's banquet-hall;
He must be fenced with stronger mail
Who would seek and find the H oly Grail."

330

X

The castle gate stands open now,
And the wanderer is welcome to the hall
335
As the hangbird is to the elm-tree bough;
No longer scowl the turrets tall,
T he Summer's long siege at last is o'er;
Wben the first poor outcast went in at the door,
She entered with him in disguise,
340
And mastered the fortress by surprise;
T here is no spot she loves so well on ground,
She lingers and smiles there the whole year round ;
The meanest serf on Sir L'lunfal's land
Has hall and bower at his command;
345
And there's no poor man in the Iorth Countree
But is lord of the earldom as much as he.
WASIDNGTON 1
FROM UNDER THE OLD ELM
SoLDIER and statesman, ra.rest unison;
lligh-poiscd example of great duties done
1

Near Cnmbridge Common stands an old elm, having at its base

JM.IES RUSSELL LOWELL

ss

Simply as breathing, a world's honors worn
As liCc's indifferent gifts to all men born;
D umb for himself, unless it were to God,
5
But for bis barefoot soldiers eloquent,
Tramping the snow to coral where they t rod,
H eld by bis awe in hollow-eyed content;
Modest, yet firm as Nature's self; unblamed
Save by the men his nobler temper shamed;
10
Never seduced through show of present good
By other than unsetting lights to steer
New-trimmed in H eaven, nor than his steadfast mood
More steadfast, far from rashness as from fear;
R igid, but with himself first, grasping still
15
In swerveless poise the wave-beat helm of will:
Not honored then or now because he wooed
The popular voice, but that he still withstood;
Broad-minded, higher-souled, there is but one
Who was a ll this and ours, and all men's, - WASTIINGTON.

Minds strong by fits, irregularly great,
That flash and darken like revolving lights,
Catch more the vulgar eye unschooled to wait
On the long curve of patient days and nights
R ounding a whole life to the circle fair
0 £ orbed fulfilment; and this balanced soul,
So simple in its grandeu r, coldly bare
Of draperies theatric, standing there
In perfect symmetry of self-<:ontrol,

20
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a stone with the inscription, "Under this tree Washington first took
command of the American Army, J uly 3d, 1776." Upon the one
hundredth anniversary of this day the citizens of Cambridge held
a celebration under the tree, and Mr. Lowell read the ode from which
these stanzas are quoted.
7. Al Valley Forge.
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Seems not so great at first, but greater grows
30
Still as we look, and by experience learn
H ow grand this quiet is, how nobly stern
T he discipline that wrought through life-long throes
That energetic passion of repose.
35
A nature too decorous and severe,
T oo self-respectful in its griefs and joys,
F or ardent girls and boys
Who find no genius in a mind so clear
That its grave depths seem obvious and near,
Nor a soul great that made so little noise.
40
They feel no force in that ca lm-cadenced phrase,
The habitua l full-dress of his well-bred mind,
That seems to pace the minuet's courtly maze
And tell of ampler leisures, roomier length of days.
H is firm-based bra in, to self so little kind
45
·That no tumultuary blood could blind,
F ormed to control men, not to amaze,
Looms not like those that borrow height of haze:
It was a world of statelier movement then
Than this we fret in, he a denizen
50
Of tbat idea l R ome that made a man for men.

The longer on this earth we live
And weigh the various qualities of men,
Seeing how most a re fugitive,
Or fitful gifts, at best, of now and then,
55
Wind-wavered corpse-lights, daughters of the fen,
85. The rhythm shows the pronunciation to be deco'rous. The
poets vary in their usage. An analogous word is sonorous. Decorum always has the accent on the second syllable.
t
66. The dat1ghtera of the fen, -wilr--0'-the-wisps. The Welsh call
the same phenomenon corpac-lighu, because it was supposed lo forebode death, and lo show the road that the corpse would lake.
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The more we feel the high stern-featured beauty
Of plain devotedness to duty,
Steadfast and still, nor paid with mortal praise,
But finding amplest recompense
For life's ungarlanded expense
In work done squarely and unwasted days.
F9r this we honor him, that he could know
How sweet the service and how free
Of her, God's eldest daughter here below,
And choose in meanest raiment which was she.

85
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65

Placid completeness, life without a fall
From faith or highest aims, truth's breachless wall,
Nor ever faltered 'neath the load
Of petty cares, that gall great hearts the most,
70
But kept right on the strenuous up-hill road,
Strong to the end, above complaint or boast:
The popular tempest on his rock-mailed coast
Wasted its wind-borne spray,
The noisy marvel of a day;
75
H is soul sate still in its unstormed abode.
Virginia gave us this imperial man
Cast in the massive mould
Of those high-statured ages old
Which into grander forms our mortal metal ran; 80
She gave us this unblemished gentleman:
What shall we give her back but love and praise
As in the dear old unestranged days
Before the inevitable wrong began?
Mother of States and undiminished men,
85
Thou gavest us a country, giving him,
And we owe alway what we owed thee then:
The boon thou wouldst have snatched from us again
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Shines as before with no abatement dim.
A great man's memory is the only thing
90
With influence to outlast the present whim
And b ind us as when here he knit our golden ring.
All of him that was subject to the hours
Lies in t hy soil and makes it part of ours :
Across more recent graves,
95
W11ere unresentful Nature waves
Her pennons o'er the shot-ploughed sod,
P roclaiming the sweet Truce of God,
We from this consecrated plain stretch out
Our hands as free from afterthought or doubt
100
As here t he united North
P oured her embrowned manhood fort h
In welcome of our saviour and t hy son.
Through battle we have better learned thy worth,
The long-b reathed valor and undaunted will,
105
Wllich, like his own, the day's disaster done,
Could, safe in manhood, suffer and be still.
Bot h thine a nd ours the victory hardly won;
If ever with d istempered voice or pen
We have misdeemed t hee, here we take it back, 110
And for the dead of both don common b lack.
Be to us evermore as thou wast then,
As we forget t hou hast not a lways been,
Mother of States and unpolluted men,
114
Virginia, fitly named from E ngland's manly queen !
98. The name is drawn from a compact in 1040 when the Church
forbade the barons lo make any attack on their fellows between
sunset on Wednesday and sunrise on the following Monday, or
upon any ecclesiastical fast or feast day. It also provided that no
man was to molest a laborer working in the fields, or to lay hands
on any implement of husbandry, on pain of excommunication.

GROUP 11. POEMS BY VARIOUS
AUTHORS
THE SOLDIER

I

IF I should die, think only this of me:
That there's some corner of a foreign field
That is for ever England. There shall be
In that rich earth a richer dust concealed;
A dust whom England bore, shaped, made aware, 5
Gave once her flowers to love, her ways to roam,
A body of England's, breathing English air,
Washed by the rivers, blest by suns of home.
And think this heart, all evil shed away,
A pulse in the eternal mind, no less
10
Gives somewhere back the thoughts by England
given;
Her sights and sounds; dreams happy as her day;
And laughter, iearnt of friends; and gentleness,
In hearts at peace, under an English heaven.
Rupert Brooke

I NCIDENT OF THE FRENCH CAl\iP 2
You know, we French stormed Ratisbon:
A mile or so away,
On a little mound, Napoleon
Stood on our storming-day;
With neck out-thrust, you fancy how,
Legs wide, arms locked behind,

5

1 From the Collected Poems of Rupert Brooke.
Copyright, 1915,
by John Lane Co.
2
The background of this poem is the battle of Regt-nsburg (Ratisbon) in Napoleon's fifth war with Austria.
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ROBERT DROWNING

As if to balance the prone brow
Oppressive with its mind.
Just as perhaps he mused "My plans
That soar, to earth may fall,
Let once my army-leader Lanncs
\Vaver ::i.t yonder wall," Out 'twixt the battery-smokes there flew
A rider, bound on bound
Full-ga lloping; nor bridle drew
Until he reached the mound.
Then off there flung in smiling joy,
And held himself erect
By just his horse's mane, a boy:
You hardly could suspect (So tight he kept his lips compressed,
Scarce any blood came through)
You looked twice ere you saw his breast
Was all but shot in two.

10

15

20

"Well," cried he, " Emperor, by God's grace 25
, :v c've got you R.'l.tisbon!
The Marshal 's in the market-place,
And you '11 be there anon
To sec your flag-bird flap his vans
Where I, to heart's desire,
30
P erched him!" The chief's eye flashed; his plans
Soared up again like fire.
T he chief's eye flashed; but presently
Softened itself, as sheathes
A fi lm the mother-eagle's eye
When her bruised eaglet breathes;
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"You're wounded!" "Nay," the soldier's pride,
Touched to the qu.ick, he said:
"I'm killed, Sire!" And his chief beside,
Smiling the boy fell dead.
40
Robert Browning

TO A WATERFOWL
WHITHER, midst falling dew,
While glow the heavens with the last stepf:! of d::ty,
Far, through their rosy depths, dost thou pursue
Thy solitary way?
Vainly the fowler's eye
5
Might mark thy distant flight to do thee wrong,
As, darkly painted on the crimson sky,
Thy figure floats a long.
Seek'st thou the plashy brink
Of weedy lake, or_marge of river wide,
Or where the rocking billows rise and sink
On the chafed ocean side?
There is a Power whose care
T~ches thy way along that pathless coast The desert and illimitable air Lone wandering, hut not lost.
All day thy wings have fanned,
At that far height, the cold, thin atmosphere,
Yet stoop not, weary, to the welcome land,
Though the dark night is near.
And soon that toil shall end;
Soon shalt thou find a summer home, and rest,

10 .
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And scream among thy fellows; reeds shall bend,
Soon, o'er thy sheltered nest.
Tbou'rt gone! the abyss of heaven
Hath swallowed up thy form; yet on my heart
D eeply hath sunk the lesson thou hast given,
And shall not soon depart.

25

H e, who, from zone to zone,
Guides through the boupdless sky thy certain flight, 30
In the long way that I must tread alone
Will lead my steps aright.
William Cullen Bryant

WAITING
SERENE, I fold my hands and wait,
Nor care for wind, or tide, or sea;
I rave no more 'gainst time or fate,
For, lo! my own shall come to me.
I stay my haste, I make delays,
For what avails this eager pace?
I stand amid the eternal ways,
And what is mine shall know my face.
Asleep, awake, by night or day,
The friends I seek a re seeking me;
No wind can drive my bark astray,
Nor change the tide of destiny.
What matter if I stand alone?
I wait with joy the coming years;
My heart shall reap where it has sown,
And garner up its fruit of tears.

5
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The waters know their own and draw
T he brook that springs in yonder height;
So flows the good with equal law
Unto the soul of pure delight.
20
T he stars come nightly to the sky;
The tidal wave unto the sea;
Nor time, nor space, nor deep, nor high,
. Can keep my own away from me.
J ohn Burroughs

THE EVE OF WATERLOO
TriERE was a sound of revelry by night,
And Belgium's capital had gather'd then
H er Beauty and her Chivalry, and bright
The lamps shone o'er fair women and brave men;
A thousand hearts beat happily; and when
5
Music arose with its voluptuous swell,
Soft eyes look'd love to eyes which spake again,
And all went merry as a marriage bell;
But hush! hark! a deep sound strikes like a rising
knell!
D id ye not hear it? o; 'twas but the wind,
10
Or the car rattling o'er the stony street;
On with the dance! let joy be unconfined;
No sleep till morn, when Youth and Pleasure meet
To chase the glowing H ours with flying feet.
But hark! that heavy sound breaks in once more, 15
As if the clouds its echo would repeat;
And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before!
Arm! arm! it is - it is - the cannon's opening roar!
!.
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Ah! then and there was hurrying to and fro,
And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress,
20
And cheeks a ll pale, which but an hour ago
Blush'd at the praise of their own loveliness;
And there were sudden partings, such as press
The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs
Which ne'er might be repeated: who could guess 25
If ever more should meet those mutual eyes,
Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could
rise!
And there was mounting in hot haste: the steed,
The mustering squadron, and the clattering car,
Went pouring forward with impetous speed,
And swiftly forming in the ranks of war;
And the deep thunder peal on peal afar;
And near, the beat of the alarming drum
R oused up the soldier ere the morning star;
While throng'd the citizens with terror dumb,
Or whispering with white lips - " The foe!
·They come! they come!"

30

35

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life,
Last eve in Beauty's circle proudly gay,
The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife, 40
The morn the ma rshalling in arms - the day
Battle's magnificently stern array!
The thunder-clouds close o'er it, which when rent
The earth is cover'd thick with other clay,
Which her own clay shall cover, heap'd and pent, 45
Rider and horse - friend, foe, - in one red burial
blentl
George Gordon, Lord Byr/Jn

ROBERT E:MMET
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. SPEECH OF VINDICATION
(EXTRACT)

MY Lonns: - What have I to say why sentence of
death should not be pronounced on me according to
law? I have nothing to say that can alter your predetermination, or that it would become me to say,
with any view to the mitigation of that sentence 5
which you are here to pronounce, and which I must
abide. But I have much to say which interests me
more than that life which you have labored to destroy.
I have much to say why my reputation should be
·rescued from the load of false accusation and cal- 10
umny which has been heaped upon it.
Were I 'only to suffer death, after being adjudged
guilty by your tribunal, I should bow in silence, and
meet the fate that awaits me without a murmur. But
the sentence of the law, which delivers my body to 15
the executioner, will, through the ministry of that law,
labor, in its own vindication, to consign my character
to obloquy; for there must be guilt somewhere whether in the sentence of the court, or iu the catastrophe, posterity must determine.
20
When my spirit shall be wafted to a more friendly
port; when my shade shall have joined the bands of
those martyred heroes who have shed their blood on
the scaffold and in the field in defence of their country
and virtue - this is my hope: I wish that my mem- 25
ory and name may animate those who survive me, while
I look down with complacency on the destruction of
that perfidious government which upholds its domination by blasphemy of the Most High.
My lords, you seem impatient for the sacrifice. 30
The blood for which you thirst is not congealed b~- • -

44
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a rtificia l terrors which surround your victim; it circulates, warmly and unruflfod, through the channels
which God created for noble purposes, but which you
are bent to destroy for purposes so grievous that 35
they cry to H eaven - be yet patient! I have but a few
words more to sa,y. l\{y lamp of life is nearly extinguished. My race is run. The grave opens to receive
me, and I sink into its bosom.
I have but one request to ask at my departure 40
from this world - it is the charit y of its silence. Let
no man write my epitaph; for, as no one who knows my
motives dare now vindicate them, let no prejudice or
ignorance asperse them. Let them and me repose in
obscurity and peace, and my tomb remain unin- 45
scribed, until other times and other men can do j ustice
to my character. W11en my country shall take her
place among the nations of the earth - t hen and not
till then - let my epitaph be written!
Robert Emmet

KING PHILIP TO THE WHITE SETI'LERS
Wnrr.: man, there is eternal war between me and thee !
I quit not the land of my fathers but with my life. In
those woods where I bent my youthful bow, I will still
hunt the deer. Over yonder waters I will still glide
unrestrained in my bark canoe. By those dashing 5
waterfalls I will still lay up my winter's store of food.
On these fertile meadows I will still plant my corn.
Stranger, the land is mine! I understand not these
paper rights. I gave not my consent when, as thou
sayest, these broad regions were purchased, for a 10
few baubles, of my fathers. They could sell what was
theirs; they could sell no more. llow could my fathers

EDWARD EVERETT
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sell that which the Great Spirit sent me into the world
to live upon? T hey knew not what they did. The
stranger came, a timid suppliant, few and feeble, 15
and asked to lie down on lhe red man's. bear-skin, and
warm himself at the red man's fire, and have a little
piece of land to raise corn for his women and children;
and now he is become strong, and mighty, and bold
and spreads out his parchment over the whole, 20
and says, It is mine. Stranger, there is not room for us
both. The Great Spirit has not made us to live together. There is poison in the white man's cup; the
white man's dog barks at t he red man's heels.
If I should leave the land of my fathers, whither 25
shall I fly? Shall I go to the South, and dwell among
the graves of the Pequots? Shall I wander to the
West? - the fierce Mohawk, the man-eater, is my foe.
Shall I fly to the East? - the great water is before me.
No, stranger; here I have lived, and here I will die! 30
and if here thou abidest, there is eter~al war between
me and thee. Thou hast taught me thy a rts of destruction. For that alone I thank thee; and now take
heed to thy steps; - the red·man is thy foe. When
thou goest forth by day, my bullet shall whistle by 35
thee; when t hou liest down at night, my knife is at
thy throat. The noonday sun shall not discover thy
enemy, and the darkness of midnight shall not protect
thy rest. Thou shalt plant in terror, and I will reap in
blood; thoushaltsow the earth with corn, and I will 40
strew it with ashes; thou shalt go forth with the sickle,
and I will follow after with the scalping-knife; thou
shalt build, and I will burn, till the white man or the
Indian shall cease from the land. Go thy way, for
this time, in safety; but remember, stranger, there 45
is eterna l war between me and thee.
Edward Everett

46

JOHN KEATS

SWEET PEAS
H ERE are sweet peas, on tiptoe for a flight:
With wings of gentle flush o'er delicate white,
And taper fingers catching at all things,
To bind them a ll about with tiny rings.
Linger awhile upon some bending planks
5
That lean against a streamlet's rushy banks,
And watch intently ature's gentle doings:
They will be found softer than ringdove's cooings.
H ow silent comes the water round that bend!
Not the minutest whisper does it send
10
T o the o'erhanging sallows: blades of grass
Slowly across the chequer'd shadows pass.
John Keats

TREES
I THINK that I shall never see
A poem lovely as a tree.
A tree whose hungry mouth is pressed ·
Against the earth's sweet flowing breast;
A tree that looks at God all day
And lifts her leafy arms to pray;

5

A tree that may in summer wear
A nest of robins in her hair;
Upon whose bosom snow has lain;
Who intimately lives with rain.
P oems are made by fools like me,
But only God can make a tree.

Joyce Kilmer

10
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R ECESSI ONAL
Goo of our fathers, known of old,
Lord of our far-flun·g battle line Beneath whose awful band we hold :
D ominion over palm and pine Lord God of Hosts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget- lest we forget!
T he t umult and the shouting dies T he Captains and the Kings depart Still stands Thine ancient sacrifice, ·
An humble and a contrite heart.
Lord God of H osts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget - lest we forget!
Far-called our navies melt awayOn dune and headland sinks the fire Lo, all our pomp of yesterday
I s one with ineveh and T yre!
J udge of the Nations, spare us yet,
Lest we forget - lest we forget!

If, drunk with sight of power, we loose
Wild tongues that have not T hee in awe Such boastings as the Gentile6 use,
Or lesser breeds without the Law Lord God of H osts, be with us yet,
Lest we forget - lest we forget!
F or heathen heart that puts her trust
In reeking tube and iron shard All valiant dust that builds on dust,
And guarding calls not Thee to guard,
F or frantic boast and foolish word,
T hy M ercy on T hy People, Lord !

Rudyard Kipling
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ABRAHAJ.'1: LINCOLN

GETTYSBURG ADDRESS
FounsconE and seven years ago our fathers brought
forth on this continent a new nation, conceived in liberty, and dedicated to the proposition that all men are
created equal. Now we are engaged in a great civil
war, testing whether that nation, or any nation so 5
conceived and so dedicated, can long endure. We are
met on a great battlefield of that war. We have come
to dedicate a portion of that field as a final restingplace for those who here gave their lives that that nation might live. It is altogether fitting and proper • 10
that we should do this. But in a larger sense we cannot dedicate, we cannot consecrate, we cannot hallow /
this ground. The brave men, living and dead, who
struggled here, have consecrated it far above our poor
power to add or detract. The world will little note, 15
nor long remember, wh!l,t we say here, but it can never
forget what they did here. It is for us, the living,
rather to be dedicated here to the unfinished work
which they who fought here have thus far so nobly advanced. I t is rather for us to be here dedicated to 20
t he great task remaining before us, - that from these
honored dead we take increased devotion to that cause
for which they gave the last full measure of devotion,
- that we here highly resolve that these dead shall not
have died in vain, - that this nation, under God, 25
shall have a new birth of freedom, - and that government of the people, by the people, for the people, shall
not perish from the earth.
Abraham Lincoln

HENRY WADSWORTH LONGFELLOW
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MY LOST YOUTH
I think of the beautiful town
That is seated by the sea;
Often in thought go up and down
The pleasant streets of that dear old town,
And my youth comes back to me.
5
And a verse of a Lapland song
I s haunting my memory still:
"A boy's will is the wind's will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."

0FTE'.'l'

10
I can see the shadowy lines of its trees,
And catch, in sudden gleams,
The sheen of the far-surrounding seas,
And islands that were the Hesperides
Of all my boyish dreams.
And the burden of that old song,
15
It murmurs and whispers still:
"A boy's will is the wind's will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."

I remember the bfack wharves and the slips,
And the sea-tides tossing free;
20
And Spanish sailors with bearded lips,
And the beauty and mystery of the ships,
And the magic of the sea.
And the voice of that wayward song
I s singing and saying still:
25
"A boy's will is the wind's will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."
I remember the bulwarks by the shore,
And the fort upon the hill;
The sunrise gun, with its hollow roar,

30
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The drum-beat repeated o'er and o'er,
And the bugle wild and shrill.
And the music of that old song
Throbs in my memory still:
"A boy's will is the wind's will,
35
And the thoughts of youth a re long, long thoughts."
I remember the sea-fight far away,
How it thundered o'er the tide!
And the dead captains, as they lay
In their graves, o'erlooking the tranquil bay
40
Where they in battle died.
And the sound of that mournful song
Goes through me with a thrill:
"A boy's will is the wind's will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 45
I can see the breezy dome of groves,
The shadows of D eering's Woods;
And the friendships old and the early loves
Come back with a Sabbath sound, as of doves
In quiet neighborhoods.
50
And the verse of that sweet old song,
It flutters and murmurs still:
"A boy's will is the wind's will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."
I remember the gleams and glooms tha t dart
Across the school-boy's brain;
The song and the silence in the heart,

55

87. In 1813, when Longfellow was a boy of six, I.here was an engagement off the harbor of Portland between the American brig Enterprise and the English brig Boxer. Uotb caJ)lains were slain, but
the Enterprise won the day and after a fight of three quarters of
an hour crune iulo lhc harbor, bringing the Boxer with her.
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That in part are prophecies, and in part
Are longings wild and vain.
And the voice of that fitful song
60
Sings on, and is never still:
"A boy's will is the wind's will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."
There are things of which I may not speak,
There are dreams that cannot die;
65
There are thoughts that make the strong heart weak,
And bring a pallor into the cheek,
And a mist before the eye.
And the words of that fatal song
Come over me like a chill:
70
"A boy's will is the wind's will,
And the thoJ.Ights of youth are long, long thoughts."
Strange to me now are the forms I meet
When I visit the dear old town;
But the native air is pure and sweet,
75
And the trees that o'ershadow each well-known street,
As they balance up and down,
Are singing the beautiful song,
Are sighing and whispering still:
"A boy's will is the wind's will,
80
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts."
And Deering's Woods arc fresh and fair,
And with joy that is almost pain
My heart goes back to wander there,
And among the dreams of the days that were,
8.5
I find my lost youth again.
And the strange and beautiful song,
The groves are repeating it still:
"A boy's will is t he wind's will,
And the thoughts of youth are long, long thoughts." 90
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THE BIRDS OF KILLINGWORTH

1

IT was the season, when through a ll the land
The merle and mavis build, and building sing
Those lovely lyrics, written by His hand,
Whom Saxon Credmon calls the Blithe-heart King;
When on the boughs the purple buds expand,
5
The banners of the vanguard of the Spring,
And rivulets, rejoicing, rush and leap,
And wave their fluttering signals from the steep.
The robin and the bluebird, piping loud,
Filled all the blossoming orchards with their glee; IO
The sparrows chirped as if they still were proud
Their race in Holy Writ should mentioned be;
And hungry crows, assembled in a crowd,
Clamored their piteous prayer incessantly,
Knowing who hears the ravens cry, and said:
15
"Give us, 0 Lord, trus day, our daily bread!"
Across the Sound the birds of passage sailed,
Speaking some unknown language strange and sweet
Of tropic isle remote, and passing hailed
The village with the cheers of all their fleet;
20
Or quarrelling together, laughed and railed
Like foreign sailors, landed in the street
Of seaport town, and with outlandish noise
Of oaths and gibberish frightening girls and boys.
1. One of the Tales of a Way.tide Inn, supposed lo be told by the
Poet of the company. Killingworlh in Connecticut was named from
the English town Kenilworth, but both in England and in Conoeclieut the name became changed into Killingworth in popular
usage, and here that name has bceome the regular name of lhe
town.
<J. Pronounced Kedmon.
12. Sec the Gospel of Matthew, x. 29-:n.
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Thus came the jocund Spring in Killingworth,
2lj
In fabulous days, some hundred years ago;
And thrifty farmers, as they tilled the earth,
H eard with alarm the cawing of the crow,
That mingled with the universal mirth,
Cassandra-like, prognosticating woe;
30
T hey shook their heads, and doomed with dreadful
words
T o swift destruction the whole race of birds.
And a town-meeting was convened straightway
To set a price upon the guilty heads
Of these marauders, who, in lieu of pay,
Levied black-mail upon the garden beds
And cornfields, and beheld without dismay
The awful scarecrow, with his fl.uttering shreds;
The skeleton that waited at their feast,
Whereby their sinful pleasure was increased.

35

40

Then from his house, a temple painted white,
With fluted columns, and a roof of red,
The Squire came forth, august and splendid sight!
Slowly descending, with majestic tread,
Three flights of steps, nor looking left nor right,
45
D own the long street he walked, as one who said,
"A town that boasts inhabitants like me
Can have no lack of good society!"
The Parson, too, appeared, a man austere,
The instinct of whose nature was to kill;

50

89. There is an old story that the Egy ptians used to set up an
image of a dead man al their Feasts, to remind the guests of the saying, " Let us cal and drink, for lo-morrow we die."
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T he wrath of God he preached from year to year,
And read, with fervor, Edwards on the Will;
H is favorite pastime was to slay the deer
In Summer on some Adirondac hill;
E 'en now, while walking down the rural lane,
55
He lopped the wayside lilies with h is cane.
F rom the Academy, whose belfry crowned
T he hill of Science with its vane of brass,
Came the P receptor, gazing idly round,
Now at the clouds, ::ind now at the green grass, 60
And a ll absorbed in reveries profound
Of fair Almira in the upper class,
Who was, as in a sonnet he had said,
As p ure as water, and as good as bread .
And next the Deacon issued from his door,
In his voluminous neck-cloth, white as snow;
A suit of sable bombazine he wore;
H is form was ponderous, and his step was slow;
T here never was so wise a man before;
H e seemed the incarnate " Well, I told you so!"
And to perpetuate his great renown
T here was a street named after him in town.
These came together in the new town-hall,
With sundry farmers from the region round .
T he Squire presided, dignified and tall,
H is air impressive and his reasoning sound;
Ill fared it with the birds, both great and sma II;
Hardly a friend in a ll that crowd they found,

65
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5!t. ,Jonathan Edwards was a fomous New England di,·ioc who
lived in the former lialI or the eighteenth century, and wrote a grea t
book on The Freedo"1 of tlie WiU.
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But enemies enough, who every one
Charged them with all the crimes beneath the sun. 80
When they had ended, from his place apart
Rose the Preceptor, to redress the wrong,
And, trembling like a steed before the start,
Looked round bewildered on the expectant throng;
Then thought of fair Almira, and took heart
85
To speak out what was in him, clear and strong,
Alike regardless of their smile or frown,
And quite determined not to be laughed down.
"Plato, anticipating the Reviewers,
From his Republic banished without pity
T he Poets; in this little town of yours,
You put to death, by means of a Committee,
T he ballad-singers and the Troubadours,
The st reet-musicians of the heavenly city,
T he birds, who make sweet music for us a ll
In our dark hours, as David did for Saul.
" T he thrush that carols n.t the dawn of day
From the green steeples of the piny wood;
The oriole in the elm; the noisy jay,
J argoning like a foreigner at his food;
T he bluebird balanced on.some topmost spray,
F looding with melody the neighborhood;
Linnet and meadow-fa,rk, and all the throng
That dwell in nests, and have the gift of song.
"You slay them all! and wherefore? for the gain
Of a scant handful more or less of wheat,
Or rye, or barley, or some other grain,
Scratched up at random by industrious feet,
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Sea rching for worm or weevil a fter rain!
Or a few cherries, that a re not so sweet
As a re the songs these uninvited guest s
Sing at their feast with comfortable breasts.

110

"Do you ne'er think what wondrous beings these?
Do you ne'er think who made them, and who taught
The dialect they speak, where melodies
115
Alone are the interpret ers of thought?
Whose househoid words a re songs in many keys,
Sweeter than instrument of man e'er caught !
Whose ha bitations in the tree-tops even
Are half-way houses on the road to heaven!
120
"Think, every morning when the sun peeps through
The dim, leaf-latticed windows or the grove,
H ow jubilant the happy birds renew
Their old, melodious madrigals of love!
And when you think of this, remember t oo
125
'T is always morning somewhere, and a bove
The awakening continents, from shore to shore,
Somewhere the birds are singing evermore.
"Think of your woods and orchards without birds!
Of empty nests that cling to boughs and beams 130
As in an idiot's brain remembered words
Hang empty 'mid the cobwebs of his dreams!
Will bleat or flocks or bellowing of herds
Make up for the lost music, when your teams
Drag home the stingy ha rvest , and no more
135
The feathered gleaners follow to your door?
"What! would you rathe r see the incessant s tir
Of insects in the windrows of the hay,
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And hear the locust and the grasshopper
T heir melancholy hurdy-gurdies play?
Is this more pleasant to you than the whir
Of meadow lark, and her sweet roundelay,
Or twitter of little field-fares, as you take
Your nooning in the shade of bush and brake?
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"You call them thieves and pillagers; but know, 145
They are the winged wardens of your farms,
Who from the cornfields drive the insidious foe,
And from your harvests keep a hundred harms;
E ven the blackest of them a ll, the crow,
Renders good service as your man-at-arms,
150
C rushing the beetle in his coat of mail,
And crying havoc on the slug and snail
,
"How can I teach your children gentleness,
And mercy to the weak, and reverence
F or Life, which, in its weakness or excess,
155
Is still a gleam of God's omnipotence,
Or Death, which, seeming darkness, is no less
The selfsame light, although averted hence,
When by your laws, your actions, and your speech,
You contradict the very things I teach?"
160

With this he closed; and through the audience went
A murmur, like the rustle of dead leaves;
The farmers laughed and nodded, and some bent
Their yellow heads together like their sheaves;
M en have no faith in fine-spun sentiment
16.5
Who put t heir trust in bullocks and in beeves.
The b irds were doomed; and, as the record shows,
A bounty offered for the heads of crows.
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T here was another audience out of reach,
Who had no voice nor vote in making laws,
170
But in the papers read his little speech,
· And crowned his modest temples with applause;
T hey made him conscious, each one more than each,
He still was victor, vanquished in their cause.
Sweetest of all the applause he won from thee,
175
0 fair Almira at the Academy!
And so the dreadful massacre began;
O'er fie lds and orchards, and o'er woodland crests,
T he ceaseless fusillade of terror ran.
D ead fell the birds, with blood-stains on their
breasts,
180
Or wounded crept away from sight of man,
While the young died of famine in their nests ;
A slaughter to be told in groans, not words,
The very ~int Bartholomew of Birds!
The Summer came, and all the birds were dead;
The days were like hot coals; the very ground
Was burned to ashes; in the orchards fed
Myriads of caterpillars, and around
T he cultivated fields and garden beds
llosts of devouring insects crawled, and found
No foe to check their march, till they had made
T he land a desert without leaf or shade.

185

190

Devoured by worms, like Herod, was the town,
Decause, like Herod, it had ruthlessly
184. The Massacre of Saint Darlholomew was the name given to
the sudden destruction of Huguenots in France, by order of the
ruling sovereign, Charles IX., at the instance or his mother Calherine, begun on Saint Bartholomew's Day, i.e. between the lMth nnd
25th or August. The year was 1572.
193. The Herod thus devoured was thcgra:idsonor the Ilcrod who
ordered the massacre or the I nnocents.
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Slaughtered the Innocents. F rom the trees spun down
T he canker-worms upon the passers-by,
196
Upon each woman's bonnet, shawl, and gown,
'Who shook them off with just a little cry ;
They were the terror of each favorite walk,
The endless theme of all the village talk.
200
The farmers grew impatient, but a few
Confessed their error, and would not complain,
F or after a ll, the best thing one can do
When it is raining, is to let it rain.
Then they repealed the law, although they knew 200
It would not call the dead to life again;
As school-boys, finding their mistake too late,
Draw a wet sponge across the accusing slate.
That year in Killingworth the Autumn came
Without the light of his majestic look,
210
The wonder of the falling tongues of flame,
The illumined pages of his Doom's-Day book.
A few lost leaves blushed crimson with their shame,
And drowned themselves despairing in the brook,
While the wild wind went moaning everywhere,
215
Lamenting the dead children of the air!
But the next Spring a stranger sight was seen,
A sight that never yet by bard was sung,
As great a wonder as it would have been
If some dumb animal had found a tongue!
A wagon, overarched with evergreen,
Upon whose boughs were wicker cages hung,

220

212. The original Doom's-Day or Domesday book was a registration of all the lands in t.he kingdom of England, ordered by William
the Conqueror. The term is also applied to the judgment-book or
book of the day of doom.
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All £ull of singing birds, came down the street,
Filling the air with music wild and sweet.
From all the country round these birds were brought,
By order of the town, with anxious quest,
226
And, loosened from their wicker p risons, sought
In woods and fields the places they loved best,
Singing loud canticles, which many thought
Were satires to the authorities addressed,
230
While others, listening in green lanes, averred
Such lovely music never had been heard!
But blither still and louder carolled they
Upon the morrow, for they seemed to know
It was the fair Almira's wedding-day,
And everywhere, around, above, below,
When the Preceptor bore his bride away,
Their songs burst forth in joyous overflow,
And a new heaven bent over a new earth
Amid the sunny farms of Killingworth.
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HORATIUS
A LAY MADE ABOUT THE YEAR OF THE CITY CCCLX
(Condensed)

of C lusium
By the Nine Gods he swore
That the great house of T arquin
Should suffer wrong no more.

LARS PoRSE:-lA

I. Lar.~ in the Etru.,can tongue signifies chieftain.
modern Chi111i.

Cl11a-imn is the

2. Th.e Romans bad a tradition that there were nine great Etruscan

gods.
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By the Nine Gods he swore it,
And named a t rysting day,
And bade his messengers ride forth
East and west and south and north,
T o summon his array.

5

East and west and south and north
The messengers ride fast,
And tower and town and cottage
Have heard the trumpet's blast.
Shame on the false Etruscan
Who lingers in his home,
When Porsena of Clusium
Is on the march for R ome.
The horsemen and the footmen
Are pouring in amain ·
From many a stately market-place;
From many a fruitful plain;
From many a lonely hamlet,
Which, hid by beech and pine,
Like an eagle's nest, hangs on the crest
Oi purple Apennine;

10

15

20

25

From lordly Volaterrre,
Where scowls the far-famed hold
Piled by the hands of giants
For godlike kings of old;
26. V olaterrtr, modern Volierra.

27. "The situation or the Etruscan towns is one or the most striking characteristics of Tuscan scenery. Many of them occupy surfaces of table-land surrounded by a series of gullies not visible
from a distance. The traveller thus may be a whole day reaching a place which in the morning may have seemed to him but a
littJe way off." ( D&.V NIS, Cities and Cemeuriea of Etruria.)
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F rom seagirt Populonia,
Whose sentinels descry
Sardinia's snowy mountain-tops
Fringing the southern sky;
From the proud mart of Pisre,
Queen of the western waves,
Where ride Massilia's triremes
Heavy with fair-haired slaves;
From where sweet Clanis wanders
Through corn and vines and flowers;
From where Cortona lifts to heaven
Her diadem of towers.
There be thirty chosen prophets,
The wisest of the land,
Who alway by Lars Porsena
Both morn and evening stand:
Evening and morn the Thirty
Have turned the verses o'er,
Traced from the right on linen white
By mighty seers of yore.
And with one voice the Thirty
Have their glad answer given:

30

35

40

45

50

84. P.isa:, now P·isa.
36. 1lfossilia, now Marseilles, which originally was a Greek colony
and a great commercial centre.
37. Thcfafr-haire<l slaves were doubtless slaves from Gaul, bought
and sold by the Greek merchants.
38. Clanis, the modern la Chicana.
42. The Etruscan religion was one or sorcery, and their prophets
were augurs who sought to know the will of the gods by various
outward signs; such as the flight of birds, the direction of lightning,
and the mystic writings of the prophets before them.
48. The Etruscan writing was from right to left.
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" Go forth, go forth, Lars Porsena;
Go forth, beloved of Heaven:
Go, and return in glory
T o Clusium's royal dome;
And hang round urscia's altars
T he golden shields of Rome."
And now hath every city
Sent up her tale of men:
The foot are fourscore thousand,
T he horse are thousands ten.
Before the gates or Sutrium
Is met the great array.
A p roud man was Lars Porsena
Upon the trysting day.
For all the Etruscan armies
Were ranged beneath his eye,
And many a banished Roman,
And many a stout ally;
And with a mighty following
T o join the muster came
The T usculan :.\familius,
P rince of the Latian name.
But by the yellow Tiber
Was tumult and affright:
From all the spacious champaign
To Rome men took their flight.
A mile around the city,
T he throng stopped up the ways;
40. Tale of men, cl. Milton's lines in L' Allegro, " And <''try sbeph,rJ tell, hi, We
Under the hawthorn, in th• dale."

T he tally which we keep is n kindred word.
62. Sutrium is Sutri to-day.
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A fearful sight it was to see
T hrough two long nights and days.
For aged folks on crutches,
And women great with child,
And mothers sobbing over babes
That clung to them and smiled,
And sick men borne in litters
High on the necks of slaves,
And troops of sunburnt husbandmen
With reaping-hooks and staves,
And droves of mules and asses
Laden with skins of wine,
And endless flocks of goats and sheep,
And endless herds of kine,
And endless trains of wagons
That creaked beneath the weight
Of corn-sacks and of household goods,
Choked every roaring gate.
Now, from the rock Tarpeian,
Could the wan burghers spy
The line of blazing villages
Red in the midnight sky.
The Fathers of the City,
T hey sat all night and day,
For every hour some horseman came
With tidings of dismay.
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95
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105

98. The Tarpeian Rock was a cliff on the steepest side of the
Capitoline Hill in Rome, aod overhung the Tiber.
99. Burghers, Macaulay uses a very modern word to describe the
meo of Rome.
102. The Fathers of the City, otherwise the Senators of Rome.
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T o eastward and to westward .
Have spread the Tuscan bands;
Nor house nor fence nor dovecote
In Crustumerium stands.
Verbenna down to Ostia
Hath wasted all the plain;
Astur hath stormed Janiculum,
And the stout guards are slain.
I wis, in all the Senate,
There was no heart so bold,
But sore it ached, and fast it beat,
When that ill news was told.
F orthwith up rose the Consul,
. Up rose the Fathers all;
In haste they girded up their gowns,
And hied them to the wall.

65
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They held a council standing
Ilefore the River-Gate;
Short time was there, ye well may guess,
For musing or debate.
125
Out spake the Consul roundly:
"The bridge must straight go down;
F or, since Janiculum is lost,
Naught else can save the town."
110. Ostia, at the mouth of the Tiber, was the port of Rome.

112. The Janiculan hill was on the right bank of the Tiber.
114. I wu, cf. Lowell's lines in Crcduiimus Jocem regnare: "God V'1Disbed long •go iwis,
A mere subjective synthesis."

Its meaning is "certainly."
127. The bridge was the Sublician bridge, said to have been thrown
across the Tiber by Ancus Martius in the year 114 of the city.
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Just then a scout came flying,
All wild with haste and fear;
"To arms! to arms! Sir Consul:
Lars Porsena is here."
On the low hills to westward
The Consul fixed his eye,
And saw the swarthy storm of dust
Rise fast along the sky.
And nearer fast and nearer
D pth the red whirlwind come;
And louder still and still more loud,
From underneath that rolling cloud,
Is heard the trumpet's war-note proud,
The trampling, and the hum.
And plainly and more plainly
Now through the gloom appears,
F ar to left and far to right,
In broken gleams of dark-blue light,
T he long array of helmets bright,
The long array of spears.
And plainly and more plainly
Above that glimmering line,
Now migh t ye see the banners
Of twelve fair cities shine;
But the banner of proud Clusium
Was highest of them all,
T he terror of t he Umbrian,
T he terror of the Gaul.
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And plainly and more plainly
Now might the burghers know,
168. The Etruscan confederacy was composed of twelve cities.
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By port and vest, by horse and crest,
Ea.ch warlike Lucumo,
There Cilnius of Arretium
On his fleet roan was seen;
And Astur of the fourfold shield,
Girt with the brand none else may wield,
Tolumnius with the belt of gold,
And dark Verbenna from the hold
By reedy Thrasymene.

IGO

Fast by the royal standa rd,
O'erlooking all the war,
Lars Porsena of Clusiwn
Sat in his ivory ca.r.
By the righ~ wheel rode :M:amilius,
Prince of the Latian name;
And by the left false Sextus,
That wrought the deed of shame.
But when the face of Sextus
Was seen among the foes,
A yell that rent the firmament
F rom a ll the town arose.
On the house-tops was no woman
But spat towards him and hissed,
No child but screamed out curses,
And shook its little fist.
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180

160. By port a11.l res/, by the way he carried himseU and by his
dress. Vest, an abbreviation of vesture.
161. Luc11mo was the name given by the Latin writers to the
E truscan chiefs.
168. 1'/ira.~ymene or Trasimenus is L ago di Perugia, and was famous in Roman history as the scene or a victory by Hannibal, t.he
Carthaginian gencrnl, over the Roman forces.
173. Octavius Mamilius of Tusculum married the daughter vf
Tarquinius.
175 S1•xl11.•, a son of Tarquinius, and the one whose wickedness
was the immediate cause or the expulsion of the Tarquius.
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But the Consul's brow was sad,
And the Consul's specc-h was low,
Anc! darkly looked he at the wall,
And darkly at the foe.
, " Their van will be upon us
Before the bridge goes down;
And if they once may win the bridge,
What hope to save the town? "
Then out spake brave Iloratius,
The Captain of the Gate:
" To every man upon this earth
D eath cometh soon or late.
And how can man die better
Than facing fearful odds,
For the ashes of his fathers,
And the temples of his Gods,
"And for the tender mother
'Who dandled him to rest,
And for the wife who nurses
His baby at her breast,
And for the holy maidens
Who feed the eternal flame,
T o save them Crom false Sextus
That wrought the deed of shame?
" Hew down the bridge, Sir Consul,
With all the speed ye may;
I , with two more to help me,
Will hold the foe in play.
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!!05. The Vestal Virgins were bound by vows of celibacy, and
tended the sacced 6rc or Yesta. The order survived till near the close
of the fourth century of our era. For a very interesting account
of the House of the Vestal Virgins, see LANCIAN1, Ancient Rome in
the Li,glit of &ce11t Discoveries.
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In yon strait path a thousand

May well be stopped by three.
Now who will stand on either hand,
And keep the bridge with me?"

215

I

\

Then out spake Spurius Lartius;
A Ramnian proud was he:
"Lo, I will stand at thy right hand,
And keep the bridge with thee."
And out spake strong Herminius;
Of Titian blood was he:
"I will abide on thy left side,
And keep the bridge with thee."
" Horatius," quoth the Consul,
"As thou sayest, so let it be."
And straight against that great array
Forth went the dauntless Three.
For Romans in R ome's quarrel
Spared neither land nor gold,
Nor son nor wife, nor limb nor life,
In the brave days of old.
T hen none was for a party;
Then all were for the state;
T hen the great man helped the poor,
And the poor man loved the great:
T hen lands were fairly portioned;
T hen spoils were fairly sold:
The Romans were like brothers
In the brave days of old.
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218. T he & mnu were one of lhe three tribes who comprised lhe
Roman Patricians, or noble class.
ffi. The TiJics were anolher or lhese three tribes.
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Now R oman is to Roman
More hateful than a foe,
And the Tribunes beard the high,
And the Fathers grind the low.
As we wax hot in faction,
In battle we wax cold :
Wherefore men fight not as they fought
In the brave days of old.
Now while the T hree were tightening
Their harness on their backs,
The Consul was the foremost man
T o take in h and an axe:
And F athers mi-.:ed with Commons
Seized hatchet, bar, and crow,
And smote upon the planks above,
And loosed the props below.
l\lleanwhile the Tuscan army,
R ight glorious to behold,
Came flashing back the noonday light,
Rank behind rank, like surges bright
Of a broad sea of gold.
Four hundred trumpets sounded
A peal of warlike glee,
As t hat great host, with measured tread,
And spcars advanced, and ensigns spread,
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26.5

243. The Tribunes were officers who represented the tribes of the
common people or Pkbs of Rome. In the lime when the bnllad is
supposed to be written, there were two strong parties, the Fathers
or Patricians (Patru), and the Common People or Plebs.
253. Conimons, Macaulay, an ]~nglish Whig, used a political word
very dear to him, ns representing the rise of English parliamentary
government.
256. The props held up the bridge from below. The Lalin word for
props was sublicre; hence the Sublician bridge. Cf. note to I. 127.
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R olled slowly towards the bridge's head,
Where stood the dauntless Three.
The Three stood calm and silent,
And looked upon the foes,
And a great shout of laughter
270
From all the vanguard rose;
And forth three chiefs came spurring
Defore that deep array;
T o earth they sprang, their swords they drew.
And lifted high their shields, and flew
275
To win the narrow way;
Aunus from green Tifernum,
Lord of the H ill of Vines;
And Seius, whose eight hundred slaves
Sicken in Ilva's mines;
280
And Picus, long to Clusium
Vassal in peace and war,
Who led to fight his Umbrian powers
From that gray crag where, girt with towers,
T he fortress of Nequinum lowers
28.5
O'er the pale waves of Nar.
Stout Lartius hurled down Aunus
Into the stream beneath:
Herminius struck at Seius,
And clove him to the teeth:
At Picus brave H oratius
Darted one fiery thrust;

290

'r/7. Tifernum was on the west side o( the Apennines, near the
sourl'P. of the Tiber. It is now Cilli.i di Co.itel/,o.

280. llvo is the modem Elba, renowned as the island to which
Napoleon was banished.
285. Ncquinum, now Nami, on the banks of the Nar. ,

72

THOMAS BABINGTON MACAULAY
And the proud Umhrian's gilded arms
Clashed in the bloody dust.
Then Ocnus of Falerii ·
295
Rushed on the Roman T hree;
And Lausulus of Urgo,
The rover of the sea;
And Aruns of Volsinium,
Who slew the great wild boar,
300
T he great wild boar that had his den
Amidst the reeds of Cosa's fen,
And wasted fields, and slaughtered men,
Along Albinia's shore.
H erminius smote down Aruns:
305
Lartius laid Ocnus low:
R ight to the heart of Lausulus
Horatius sent a blow.
" Lie there," he cried, "fell pirate !
No more, aghast and pale,
310
From Ostia's walls the crowd shall mark
The t rack of thy destroying bark.
No more Campania's hinds shall fly
To woods and caverns when they spy
Thy thrice accursed sail."
315
Ilut now no sound of laughter
Was hea.rd among the foes.
A wild and wrathful clamor
From a 11 the vanguard rose.
Six spears' lengths from the entrance
\ Halted that deep array,
And for a space no man came forth
To win the narrow way.
298. The Etruscans were pirates as well as merchants.
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But hark! the cry is Astur:
And lo! the ranks divide;
And the great Lord of Luna
Comes with his stately stride.
Upon his ample shoulders
Clangs loud the fourfold shield,
And in his hand be shakes the brand
Which none but he can wield.
He smiled on those bold Romans
A smile serene and high;
He eyed the flinching Tuscans,
And scorn was in his eye.
Quoth he, "The she-wolf's litter
Stand savagely at bay:
But will ye dare to follow,
If Astor clears the way?"
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Then, whirling up his broadsword
340
With both hands to the height,
H e rushed against Horatius,
And smote with all his might.
With shield and blade Horatius
Right deftly turned the blow.
345
The blow, though turned, came yet too nigh;
It missed his helm, but gashed his thigh:
The T uscans raised a joyful cry
To see the red blood flow.
H e reeled, and on Herminius
He leaned one breathing-space;
Then, like a wild-cat mad with wounds,
Sprang right at Astur's face.

350

SSO. The she-wolf's liiwr, the Romans. The reference is to the
story of the suckling of Romulus and Remus by a sbe-woU.
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Through teeth, and skull, and helmet,
So fierce a thrust he sped,
T he good sword stood a handbreadth out
Behind the Tuscan's head.
And the great Lord of Luna
F ell at that deadly stroke,
As falls on Mount Alvernus
A thunder-smitten oak.
Far o'er the crashing forest
The giant arms lie spread;
And the pale augurs, muttering low,
Gaze on the blasted head.
On Astur's throat Horatius
Right firmly pressed his heel,
And thrice and four times tugged amain,
Ere he wrenched out the steel.
"And see," he cried, "the welcome,
F air guests, that waits you here!
What noble Lucumo comes next
To taste our Roman cheer?"
But at his haughty challenge
A sullen murmur ran,
Mingled of wrath and shame and dread~
Along that glittering van.
T here lacked not men of prowess,
Nor men of lordly race;
For all Etruria's noblest
Were round the fatal place.
But all Etruria's noblest
F elt their hearts sink to see
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On the earth the bloody corpses,
In the path the dauntless Three:
And, from the ghastly entrance
Where those bold Romans stood,
All shrank, like boys who unaware,
Ranging the woods to start a hare,
Come to the mouth of the dark lair
Where, growling low, a fierce old bear
L ies amidst bones and blood.
Was none who would be foremost
T o lead such dire attack:
But those behind cried "Forward!"
And those before cried "Dack!"
And backward now and forward
Wavers t he deep array;
And on the tossing sea of steel,
To and fro the standards reel;
And the victorious trumpet-peal
Dies fitfully away.
Yet one man for one moment
Stood out before the crowd;
Well known was he to a ll lhe Three,
And they gave him greeting loud,
" Now welcome, welcome, Sextus !
Now welcome to thy home!
Why dost thou stay, and turn away?
Here lies the road to Rome."
Thrice looked he at the city;
Thrice looked he at the dead;
And thrice came on in fury,
And thrice turned back in dread;
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And, white with fear and hatred,
Scowled at the narrow way
Wl1ere, wallowing in a pool of blood,
The bravest Tuscans lay.
But meanwhile axe and lever
Have manfully been plied;
And now the bridge bangs tottering
Above the boiling tide.
"Come back, come back, Horatius!"
Loud cried the Fathers all.
"Back, Lartius ! back, Herminius !
Back, ere the min fall!"
Back darted Spurius Lartius;
Herminius darted back:
And, as they passed, beneath their feet
They felt the t imbers crack.
But when they turned their faces,
And on the farther shore
Saw brave Horatius stand alone,
They would have crossed once more.
But with a crash like thunder
Fell every loosened beam,
And, like a dam, the mighty wreck
Lay right athwart the stream;
And a long shout of triumph
Rose from the walls of Rome,
As to the highest turret-tops
Was splashed the yellow foam.
And, like a horse unbroken
When first he feels the rein,
The furious river struggled hard,
And tossed his tawny mane,
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And burst the curb, and bounded,
Rejoicing to be free,
And whirling down, in fierce career,
Battlement, and plank, and pier,
Rushed headlong to the sea.
Alone stood brave Horatius,
But constant still in mind;
Thrice thirty thousand foes before,
And the broad flood behind.
"Down with him!" cried false Sextus,
With a smile on his pale face.
"Now yield thee," cried Lars }lorsena,
"Now yield thee to our grace."
Round turned he, as not deigning
Those craven ranks to see;
Naught spake he to Lars Porsena,
To Sextus naught spake he;
But he saw_on Palatinus
The white porch of his home;
And he spake to the noble river
That rolls by the towers of Rome.
"O Tiber! father T iber!
To whom the Romans pray,
A Roman's life, a Roman's arms,
Take thou in charge this day!"
So he spake, and speaking sheathed
The good sword by his side,
And with his harness on his back
Plunged headlong in the tide.
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464. J,fons Palatinus survives in the Palatine hill of modern Rome.

It was the hill on which Romulus founded the city of Home.
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No sound of joy or sorrow
Was heard from either bank;
But friends and foes in dumb surprise,
With parted lips and straining eyes,
Stood gazing where he sank:
And when above the surges
They saw his crest appear,
All Rome sent forth a rapturous cry,
And even the ranks of Tuscany
Could scarce forbear to cheer.
But fiercely ran the current,
Swollen high by months of rain:
And fast his blood was flowing,
And he was sore in pain,
And heavy with his armor,
And spent with changing blows:
And oft they thought him sin}<.ing,
But still again he rose.
Never, I ween, did swimmer,
In such an evil case,
Struggle through such a raging flood
Safe to the landing-place:
· But his limbs were borne up bravely
By the brave heart within,
And our good father Tiber
Bore bravely up his chin.
"Curse on him!" quoth false Sextus;
"Will not the villain drown?
But for this stay, ere close of day
We should have sacked the town!"
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"Heaven help him!" quoth Lars Porsena,
"And bring him safe to shore;
For such a gallant feat of arms
Was never seen before."
And now he feels the bottom;
Now on dry earth he stands;
Now round him throng the Fathers
To press his gory hands;
And no~, with shouts and clapping,
And noise of weeping loud,
He enters through the River-Gate,
Borne by the joyous crowd.
They gave him of the corn-land,
That was of public right,
As much as two strong oxen
Could plough from morn till night;
And they made a molten image,
And set it up on high,
And there it stands unto this day
To witness if I lie.
It stands in the Comitium,
Plain for all folk to see;
Horatius in his harness,
Halting upon one knee:
And underneath is written,
In letters all of gold,
How valiantly he kept the bridge
In the brave days of old.
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Thomas Babington Macaulay
5!!6. The Comitium was that part of the Forum which served as
the meeting-place of the Roman patricians.
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LI COLN, TUE l\'IAN OF THE PEOPLE 1
W HEN the Norn Mother saw the Whirlwind H our
Greatening and darkening as it hurried on,
She left the Heaven of Heroes and came down
To make a man to meet the mortal need.
She took the tried clay of the common road 5
Clay warm yet with the genial heat of Earth,
Dasht through it all a strain of prophecy;
Tempered the heap with thrill of human tears;
T hen mixed a laughter with the serious stuff.
Into the shape she breathed a flame to light
10
That tender, t ragic, ever-changing face;
_t\nd laid on him a sense of the Mystic Powers,
M oving - all husht- behind the mortal vail.
Here was a man to hold against the world,
A man to match the mountains and the sea.
15

T he color of the ground was in him, the red earth;
T he smack and tang of elemental things :
The rectitude and patience of the cliff;
T he good-will of the rain that loves all leaves;
T he friendly welcome of the wayside well;
20
T he courage of the bird that dares t he sea;
The gladness of the wind that shakes t he corn;
The pity of the snow that hides a ll scars';
The secrecy of streams that make t heir way
Under the mountain to the rifted rock;
25
The tolerance and equity of light
That gives as freely to the shrinking Bower
As to the great oak flaring to the wind T o the grave's low hill as to the Matterhorn
That shoulders out the sky. Sprung from the West, 30
He drank the valorous youth of a new world.
1
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The strength of virgin forests braced his mind,
The hush of the spacious prairies stilled his sou!.
His words were oaks in acorns; and his thoughts
Were roots that firmly gript the granite truth.

81

35

Up from log cabin to the Capitol,
One fire was on bis spirit, one resolve To send the keen ax to the root of wrong,
Clearing a free way for the feet of God,
The eyes of conscience testing every stroke,
40
T o make his deed the measure of a man.
He built the rail-pile as he built the State,
Pouring his splendid strength through every blow:
The grip that swung the ax in Illinois
45
Was on the pen that set a people free.
So came the Captain with the mighty heart;
And when the judgment thunders split the house,
Wrenching the rafters from their ancient rest,
He held the ridgepole up, and spikt again
The rafters of the H ome. He held his place 50
Held the long purpose like a growing t ree Held on through blame and faltered not at praise.
And when he fell in whirlwind, he went down
As when a lordly cedar, green wilb boughs,
Goes down with a great shout upon the hills,
55
And leaves a lonesome place against the sky.
Edwin Aiarkham

IN FLANDERS FIELDS 1
IN Flanders fields the poppies blow
Between the crosses, row on row,
That mark our place, and in the sk-y,
The-larks, still bravely singing, fly,
Scarce heard amid the guns below.
1
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JOHN McCRAE

We are the dead; short days ago
We lived, felt dawn, saw sunset glow,
Loved and were loved, and now we lie
In Flanders fields.
Take up our quarrel with the foe!
To you from failing hands we throw
The torch; be yours to hold it high!
If ye break faith with us who die
We shall not sleep, though poppies grow
In Flanders fields.

John McOrae
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PRINCETON, MAY, 1917 1
H ere Freedom stood fnJ slaughtered friend and foe,
And, ere tlie wrath paled or that sunset died,
Looked through Ifie ages; tlien, with eyes Cl{llow,
Law. tliem to wait that future, side by si,d,e.
(Lines for

A

monument to the American and British soldiers o f

the Revolutionary War who fell on the Princeton battlefield

and were buried in one grave.)

Now lamp-lit gardens in the blue dusk shine
Through dogwood, red and white;
And round the gray quadrangles, line by line,
The windows fill with light,
Where Princeton calls to Magdalen, tower to tower, 5
T win lanthorns of the law;
And those cream-white magnolia boughs embower
The halls of "Old Nassau."
The dark bronze tigers crouch on either side
10
Where redcoats used to pass;
And round the bird-loved house where Mercer died,
And violets dusk the grass,
1
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By Stony Brook that ran so red of old,
But sings of friendship now,
To feed the old enemy's harvest fifty-fold
The green earth takes the plow.

15

Through this May night, if one great ghost should stray
With deep remembering eyes,
Where that old meadow of battle smiles away
Its blood-stained memories,
2v
If Washington should walk, where friend and foe
Sleep and forget the past,
Be sure his unquenched heart would leap to know
Their souls are linked at last.
:Be sure he walks, in shadowy buff and blue,
Where those dim lilacs wave.
He bends his head to bless, as dreams come t rue,
The promise of that grave;
Then, with a vaster hope than thought can scan,
Touching his ancient sword,
<Prays for that mightier realm of God in man:
"Hasten thy kingdom, Lord.
"Land of our hope, land of the singing stars,
Type of the world to be,
The vision of a world set free from wars
Takes life, takes form from thee;
Where all the jarring nations of this earth,
Beneath the all-blessing sun,
Bring the new music of mankind to birth,
And make the whole world one."
And those old comrades rise around him there,
Old foemen, side by side,

25

30

. 35

40

ALFRED NOYES

84

With eyes like stars upon the brave night air,
And young as when they died, ·
T o hear your bells, 0 beautiful Princeton towers, 45
Ring for the world's release.
They see you piercing like gray swords through flowers,
And smile, from souls at peace.
Alfred Noyes

WHAT HAS ENGLAND DONE ? 1
STRANGE, that in this great hour, when Righteousness
Has won her war upon Hypocrisy,
That some there be who, lost in littleness,
And mindful of an ancient grudge, can ask,
"Now what has England done to win this war?"
5
We think we see her smile that English smile,
And shrug a lazy shoulder and - just smile.
It were so little worth her while to pause
In her stupendous task to make reply.
What has she done! When with her grea.t, gray ships, 10
Lithe, lean destroyers, grim, invincible,
She swept the prowling Prussian from the seas:
And heedless of the slinking submarine,
The hidden mine, the Hun-made treacheries,
H er transports plied the waters ceaselessly!
15
You ask what she bas done? H ave you forgot
That 'neath the b~rning suns of Palestine
She fought and bled, nor wearied of the fight
Till from that land where walked the Nazarene
She drove the foul and pestilential Turk?
20
Ah ! what has England done! No need to ask!
Upon the fields of Flanders and of France
1
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A million crosses mark a million graves:
Upon each cross a well-loved English name.
And ah, her women! On that peaceful isle,
25
Where in the hawthorn hedges thrushes sang,
And meadow la rks ma<le gay the scented air, .
Now blackened chimneys rea r their grimy he:ids,
Smoke-belching, and the frightened birds have fled
Before the thunder of the whirring wheels.
30
Behind unlovely walls, amid the din,
Seven times a million noble women toilWith tender, unaccustomed fingers toil,
Nor dream that they have played a hero's part.
Great-hearted England! we have fought the fight
Together, and our mingled blood has flowed.
Full well we know that underneath the mask
Of cool indifference there beats a heart
Grim as your own gaunt ships when duty calls,
Yet warm and gentle as your summer skies;
A nation's heart that beats throughout a land
Where kings may be beloved, and :M onarchy
Can teach Republics how they may be free.

35

40

Ah ! what has England done? When came the call
She counted not the cost, but gave her all!
45
Vilda Sauvage Owens

TO HELEN
H ELEN, thy beauty is to me
Like those Nicrean barks of yore,
That gently, o'er a perfumed sea,
The weary, wayworn wanderer bore
T o his own native shore.

5
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On desperate seas long wont to roam,
T hy hyacinth hair, thy classic face,
T hy Naiad airs, have brought me home
To the glory that was Greece
And the grandeur that was Rome.

10

Lo! in yon brilliant window-niche
How statue-like I see thee stand,
T he agate lamp within thy hand!
Ah, Psyche, from the regions which
Are Holy Land!

15

Edgar Allan Poe

THE UPRISING IN T HE NORTH

1

OuT of the North the wild news came,
Far flashing on its wings of flame,
Swift as the boreal light which flies
I At midnight through the startled skies.
And there was tumult in the air,
5
T he fife's shrill note, the drum's loud beat,
And through the wild land everywhere
The answering tread of hurrying feet,
'While the first oath of Freedom's gun
Came on the blast from Lexington;
10
And Concord, roused, no longer tame,
Forgot her old baptismal name,
Made bare her patriot arm of power,
And swell'd the discord of the hour.
Within its shade of elm and oak
The church of Berkeley Manor stood;
T here Sunday found the rural folk,
And some esteem'd of gentle blood.
1
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In vain their feet with loitering tread
P ass'd mid the graws where rank is naught; 20
All could not read t he lesson taught
· In that republic of the dead.
The pastor rose; the prayer was strong;
The psalm was warrior David's song;
The text, a few short words of might, "The Lord of hosts shall arm the right!"
He spoke of wrongs too long endured,
Of sacred rights to be secured;
Then from his patriot tongue of flame
The startling words for Freedom came.
The stirring sentences he spake
Compell'd the heart to glow or quake,
And, rising on his theme's broad wing,
And grasping in his nervous hand
The imaginary battle-brand,
In face of death he dared to fling
Defiance to a tyrant King.
Even as he spoke, his frame, renewed
In eloquence of attitude,
R ose, as it seem'd, a shoulder higher;
Then swept his kindling glance of fire
From startled pew to breathless choir;
When suddenly his mantle wide
His hand's impatient flung aside,
And, lo! he met their wondering eyes
Complete in all a warrior's guise.
A moment there was awful pause, When Berkeley cried, "Cease, traitor! cease!
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God's temple is the house of peace!'.'
The other shouted, "Nay, not so,
When God is with our righteous cause;
His holiest places t hen are ours,
H is temples are our forts and towers
That frown upon the tyrant foe;
In this, the dawn of Freedom's day,
There is a time to fight and pray!"

50

55

And now before the open door The warrior priest had order'd so The enlisting trumpet's sudden soar
Rang through the chapel, o'er and o'er,
60
Its long reverberating blow,
So loud and clea,r, it seem'd the ear
Of dusty death must wake and hear.
And there the startling drum and fife
Fired the living with fiercer life;
65
While overhead, with wild increase,
Forgetting its ancient toll of peace,
The great bell swung as ne'er before.
It seemed as it would never cease;
70
And every word its ardor flung
From off its jubilant iron tongue
Was, "'Var! war! war!"
""Who dares" - t his was the patriot's cry,
As striding from the desk he came " Come out with me, in Fre,e dom's name, 75
For her to live, for her to die?"
A hundred hands flung up reply,
A hundred voices answer'd, " I!"
Thomas Buchanan Read
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there the man, with soul so dead,
Who never to himself hath said,
"This is my own - my native land!"
Whose heart hath ne'er within him burned,
As home his footsteps he hath turned
5
From wandering on a foreign strand?
If such there· breathe, go, mark him well;
For him no minstrel raptures swell;
High though his titles, proud his name,
Bound less his wealth as wish can claim, 10
Despite those titles, power, and pelf,
The wretch, concentered all in self,
Living, shall forfeit fair renown,
And, doubly dying, shall go down
To the vile dust from whence he sprung,
15
Unwept, unhonored, and unsung.
Sir Walter Scott
BREATHES

THE CLOUD
I

fresh showers for the thirsting flowers,
From the seas and the streams;
I bear light shade for the leaves when lai_d
In their noonday dreams.
From my wings are shaken the dews that waken
The sweet bu<ls every one,
When rocked to rest on their mother's breast,
As she dances about the sun.
I wield the flail of the lashing hail,
And whiten the green plains under;
• And then again I dissolve it in rain,
And laugh as I pass in thunder.
BRING
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I sift the snow on the mountains below,
And their great pines groan aghast;
And all the night 't is my pillow white,
While I sleep in the arms of the blast.
Sublime on the towers of my skyey bowers,
Lightning my pilot sits;
In a cavern under is fettered the thunder,
It struggles and howls at fits;
Over earth and ocean, with gentle motion,
This pilot is guiding me,
Lured by the love of the genii that move
In the depths of the purple sea;
Over the rills, and the crags, and the hills,
Over the lakes and the plains,
'Wherever he dream, under mountain or stream,
The Spirit he loves remains;
,
. And I all the while bask in heaven's blue smile,
Whilst he is dissolving in rains.
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The sanguine sunrise, with his meteor eyes,
And his ·burning plumes outspread,
Leaps on the back of my sailing rack
When the morning-star shines dead,
As on the jag of a mountain crag,
35
Which an earthquake rocks and swings,
An eagle alit one moment may sit
In the light of its golden wings.
And when sunset may breathe, from the lit sea beneath
Its ardors of rest and of love,
40
And the crimson pall of eve may fall
From the depth of heaven above,
With wings folded I rest, on mine airy nest,
As still as a brooding dove.

PERCY BYSSHE SHELLEY
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That orbed maiden with white fire laden,
45
Whom mortals call the moon,
Glides glimmering o'er my fleece-like floor,
By the midnight breezes strewn;
And wherever the beat o~ her unseen feet,
Which only the angels hear,
50
May have broken the woof of my tent's thin roof,
The'stars peep behind her and peer;
And I laugh to see them whirl and flee,
Like a swarm of golden bees,
When I widen the rent in my wind-built tent,
· 55
Till the calm rivers, lakes, and seas,
Like strips of the sky fallen through me on high,
Are each paved with the moon and these.
I bind the sun's throne with a burning zone,
And the moon's with a girdle of pearl;
60
The volcanoes are dim, and the stars reel and swim,
When the whirlwinds my banner unfurl.
From cape to cape, with a bridge-like shape,
Over a torrent sea:
Sunbeam-proof, I hang like a roof,
65
The mountains its columns be.
The triumphal arch through which I march
With hurricane, fire, and snow,
When the powers of the air are chained to my chair,
Is the million-colored bow;
70
The sphere-fire above its soft colors wove,
Wh_ile the moist earth was laughing below.
I am the daughter of earth and water,
And the nursling of the sky:
I pass through the pores of the ocean and shores; 75
I change, but I cannot die.
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For after the rain when with never a stain,
The pavilion of heaven is bare,
And the winds and sunbeams with their convex gleams,
Build up the blue dome of air,
80
I silently laugh at my own cenotaph,
And out of the caverns of rain,
Like a chi ld from the womb, like a ghost from the tomb,
I arise and unbuild it again.
P ercy Bysshe Shelley

OPPORTUNITY
Tms I beheld, or dreamed it in a dream: There spread a cloud of dust along a plain;
And underneath the cloud, or in it, raged
A furious battle, and men yelled, and swords
Shocked upon swords and shields. A prince's banner 5
Wavered, then staggered backward, hemmed by foes.
A craven hw1g along the battle's edge,
And thought, " Had I a sword of keener steel That blue blade t hat t he king's son bears, but this
Blunt thing!" he snapt and flWlg it from his hand, 10
And lowering crept away and left the field.
Then came the king's son, wounded, sore bestead,
And weaponless, and saw the broken sword,
Hilt-buried in the dry and trodden sand,
And ran and snatched it, and with ballle-shout
15
Lifted afresh he hewed his enemy down,
And saved a great cause that heroic day.
Edward &wland Sill

THE FOOL'S PRAYER
TaE royal feast was done; the King
Sought some new sport to banish care,
And to his jester cried: "Sir F ool,
Kneel now, and make for us a prayer!"

EDWARD ROWLAND SILL
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The jester doffed his cap and bells,
And stood the mocking court before;
They could not see the bitter smile
Behind the painted grin he wore.

5

He bowed his head, and bent his knee
Upon the monarch's silken stool;
His pleading voice arose: " 0 Lord,
Be merciful to me, a fool!
"No pity, Lord, could change the heart
From red with wrong to white as wool:
The rod must heal the sin; but, Lord,
Be merciful to me, a fool!
"'Tis not by guilt the onward sweep
Of truth and right, 0 Lord, we stay;
'T is by our follies that so long
We hold the earth from heaven away.'

10
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"These clumsy feet, still in the mire,
Go crushing blossoms without end;
These hard, well-meaning hands we thrust
Among the heart-strings of a friend.
"The ill-timed truth we might have keptWho knows how sharp it pierced and stung!
The word we had not sense to say Who knows how grandly it had rung!

25

" Our faults no tenderness should ask,
The chastening stripes must cleanse them alJ; 30
But for our blunders - oh, in shame
Before the eyes of heaven we fall.
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"Earth bears no balsam for mistakes;
1\1en crown the knave, and scourge· the too]
That did his will; but Thou, 0 Lord,
35
Be merciful to me, a fool!"
The room was hushed; in silence rose
The King, and sought his gardens cool,
And walked apart, and murmured low,
"Be merciful to me, a fool!"

Edward Rowland Sill

40

BUGLE SONG
THE splendor-falls on c.a,gtle walls
And snowy summits old in story:
The long light shakes across the lakes,
And the wild cataract leaps in glory.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying,
5
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

0 hark, 0 hear! how thin and clear,

And thinner, clearer, farther going!
0 sweet and far from cliff and scar
The horns of Elfland faintly blowing!
10
Blow, let us hear the purple glens replying:
Blow, bugle; answer, echoes, dying, dying, dying.

0 love, they die in yon rich sky,
They faint on hill or field or river:
Our echoes roll from soul to soul,
15
And grow for ever and for ever.
Blow, bugle, blow, set the wild echoes flying.
And answer, echoes, answer, dying, dying, dying.
Alfred, Lord TennuBon
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FLOWER IN THE CRANNIED WALL
FLOWER in the crannied wall,
I pluck you out of the crannies,
I hold you here, root and all, in my hand,
Little flower - but if I could understand
What you are, root and all, and all in all
I should know what God and man is.

5

Alfred, L>rd TenmJson

SUPPOSED SPEECH OF JOHN ADAMS, IN THE
CONTINENTAL CONGRESS, JULY, 1776
or swim, live or die, survive or perish, I give my
hand and my heart to this vote! It is true, indeed,
that, in the beginning, we aimed not at independence.
But there is a Divinity which shapes our ends. The
injustice of England has driven us to arms; and, 5
blinded to her own interest for our good, she has obstinately persisted, t ill independenc.e is now within our
grasp. We have but to reach forth to it, and it is ours.
Why, then, should we defer the Declaration? Is any
man so weak as now to hope for a reconciliation 10
with England, which shall leave either safety to the
country and its liberties, or safety to his own life, and
his own honor? Are not you, Sir, who sit in that chair,
- is not he, our venerable colleague near you, - are
not both already the proscribed and predestined 15
objects of punishment and of vengeance? Cut off from
a ll hope of royal clemency, what·are you, what can you
be, while the power of England remains, but outlaws?
If we post pone independence, do we mean to carry
on, or give up the war? Do we mean to submit to 20
11_1easures of Parliament, Boston port-bill and all?

SINK
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D o we mean to submit, and consent that we ourselves
shall be ground to powder, and our country and its
rights trodden down in the dust? I know we do not
mean to submit. We never shall submit. Do we 25
intend to violate that most solemn obligation ever
entered into by men, - that plighting, before God, of
our sacred honor to Washington, when, putting him
forth to incur the dangers of war, as well as the political hazards of the times, we promised to adhere 30
t o him, in every extremity, with our fortunes and our
lives?
I know there is not a man here who would not rather
see a general conflagration sweep over the land, or an
earthquake sink it, than one jot or tittle of that 35
plighted faith fall to the ground. F or myself, having,
t welve months ago, in this place, moved you that
George Washington be appointed commander of the
forces raised, or to be raised, for defence of American
liberty, may my right hand forget its cunning, and 40
my tongue cleave to the roof of my mouth, if I hesitate
or waver in the support I give him! The war, then,
must go on. We m ust fight it through.
And, if t he war must go on, why put off longer t he
D eclaration of Independence? That measure will 45
strengthen us. It will give us character abroad. The
Nations will then treat with us, which they never can
do while we acknowledge ourselves subjects in arms
against our sovereign. Nay, I maintain that England
herself will sooner treat for peace with us on the 50
footing of independence, than consent, by repealing her
acts, to acknowledge that her whole conduct towards
us has been a course of injustice and oppression. Her
pride will be less wounded by submitting to that course
9£ things which now predestinates our independ- 55
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ence, than by yielding the points in controversy to her
rebellious subjects. The former she would regard as
the result of fortune; the latter, she would feel as her
own deep disgrace. Why then, Sir, do we not, as soon
as possible, change this from a civil to a national 60
war? And, since we must fight it through, why not
put ourselves in a state to enjoy all the benefits of
victory, if we gain the victory? If we fail, it can be no
worse for us. But we shall not fail!

0 CAPTAIN! MY CAPTAIN !
0 CAPTAIN! my Captain! our fearful trip is done,
The ship has weathered every rack, the prize we sought
is won;
The port is near, the bells I hear, t he people all exulting,
While follow eyes the steady keel, the vessel grim and
daring;
But O heart! heart! heart!
5
0 t he bleeding drops of red,
Where on the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.
0 Captain! my Captain! rise up and hear the bells,
Rise up - for you the flag is flung - for you the bugle
10
trills,
For you bouquets and ribboned wreaths - for you the
shores acrowding,
For you they call, the swaying mass, their eager faces
t~rning;
·
H ere Captain! dear father!
This arm beneath your head!
It is some dream that on the deck
15
You've fallen cold and dead.

98

WALT WHITMAN

My Captain does not answer, his lips are pale and still,
My father does not feel my arm, he has no pulse nor
will,
The ship is anchored safe and sound, its voyage closed
and done,
From fearful trip the victor ship comes in with object
won;
20
Exult, 0 shores, and ring, 0 bells!
But I, with mournful tread,
Walk the deck my Captain lies,
Fallen cold and dead.
Walt Whitman

SNOW-BOUND
A WINTER IDYL

(Condensed)

THE sun that brief December day
Rose cheerless over hills of gray,
And, darkly circled, gave at noon
A sadder light than waning moon.
Slow tracing down the thickening sk-y
Its mute and ominous prophecy,
A portent seeming less than threat,
It sank from sight before it set.
A chill no coat, however stout,
Of homespun stuff could quite shut out,
A hard, dull bitterness of cold,
That checked, mid-vein, the circling race
Of life-blood in the sharpened face, •
The coming of the snow-storm told.
The wind blew east; we heard the roar
Of Ocean on his wintry shore,'
And felt the strong pulse throbbing there
Beat with low rhythm our inland air.

5
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Meanwhile we did our nightly chores, Brought in the wood from out of doors,
Littered the stalls, and from the mows
Raked down the herd's-grass for the cows:
H eard the horse whinnying for his corn;
And, sharply clashing horn on horn,
Impatient down the stanchion rows
The cattle shake their walnut bows;
While, peering from his early perch
Upon the scaffold's pole of birch,
The cock his crested helmet bent
And down his querulous challenge sent.
Unwa rmed by any sunset light
The gray day darkened into night,
A night made hoary with the swarm
And whirl-dance of the blinding storm,
As zigzag wavering to and fro
Crossed and recrossed the winged snow :
And e re the early bedtime came
The white drift piled the window-frame,
And t hrough the glass the clothes-line posts
Looked in like tall and sheeted ghosts.
So all night long the storm roared on:
The morning broke without a sun,
In tiny spherule traced with lines
Of Nature's geometric signs,
In starry flake and pellicle
All day t he hoary meteor fell;
And, when the second morning shone,
We looked upon a world unknown,
On nothing we could call our own.
Around the glistening wonder bent
The blue walls of the firmament,
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No cloud above, no earth below, A universe of sky and snow!
The old familiar sights of ours
T ook marvellous shapes; strange domes and towers 55
Rose up where sty or corn-crib stood,
Or garden-wall or belt of wood;
A smooth white mound the brush-pile showed,
A fenceless drift what once was road;
The bridle-post an old man sat
60
With loose-flung coat and high cocked hat;
The well-curb had a Chinese roof;
And even the long sweep, high aloof,
In its slant splendor, seemed to tell
Of Pisa's leaning miracle.
65
A prompt, decisive man, no breath
Our father w~sted: "Boys, a path!"
Well pleased, (for when did farmer boy
Count such a summons less than joy?)
O ur buskins on our feet we drew;
With mittened hands, and caps drawn low,
T o guard ('Ur necks and ears from snmy,
We cut the solid whiteness through;
And, where the drift was deepest, made
A tunnel walled and overlaid
With dazzling crystal: we had read
Of rare Aladdin's wondrous cave,
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65. The Leaning Tower of Pisa, in Italy, which inclines from the
perpendicular a little more than six feet in eighty, is a campanile,
or bell-tower, built of white marble, very beautiful, but so famous
for its singular deflection from perpendicularity as to be known almost wholly as a curiosity. Opinions differ a.s to the leaning being
the result of accident or design, but the better judgment makes it
an effect of the character of the soil on which the town is built. The
Cathedral lo which it belongs has suffered so much from a similar
cause that there is not a vertical line in it.
77. For the story of Aladdin and his lamp sec any edition of The
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And to our own his name we gave,
With many a wish the luck were ours
T o test his lamp's supernal powers.
We reached the barn with merry din,
And roused the prisoned brutes within.
The old horse thrust his long head out,
And grave with wonder gazed about;
The cock his lusty greeting said,
And forth his speckled harem led;
The oxen lashed their tails, and hooked,
And mild reproach of hunger looked;
The horned patriarch of the sheep,
Like Egypt's Amun roused from sleep,
Shook his sage head with gesture mute,
And emphasized with stamp of foot.
All day the gusty north-wind bore
The loosening drift its breath before;
Low circling round its southern zone,
The sun through dazzling snow-mist shone.
No church-bell lent its Christian tone
To the savage air, no social smoke
Curled over woods of snow-hung oak.
A solitude made more intense
By dreary-voiced elements,
The shrieking of the mindless wind,
The moaning tree-boughs swaying blind,
And on the glass the unmeaning beat
Of ghostly finger-tips of sleet.
Beyond the circle of our hearth
No welcome sound of toil or mirth
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Unbound the spell, and testified
Of human life and thought outside.
We minded that the sharpest ear
The buried brooklet could not hear,
The music of whose liquid lip
H ad been to us companionship,
And, in our lonely life, had grown
To have an almost human tone.
As night drew on, and, from the crest
Of wooded knolls tha t ridged the west,
The sun, a snow-blown traveller, sank
From sight beneath the smothering bank,
We piled with care our nightly stack
Of wood against the chimney-back, The oaken log, green, huge, and thick,
And on its t op the stout back-stick;
The knotty forestick laid apart,
And filled between with curious a rt
The ragged brush; then, hovering nea r,
We watched the first red blaze appear,
H eard the sharp crackle, caught the gleam
On whitewashed wall and sagging beam,
Until the old, rude-furnished room
Burst, flower-like, ipt o rosy bloom;
While radiant with a mimic flame
Outside the sparkling drift became,
And through the bare-boughed lilac-tree
Our own warm hearth seemed blazing free.
The crane and pendent trammels showed,
The Turks' heads on the andirons glowed;
While childish fancy, prompt to tell
The meaning of the miracle,
Whispered the old rhyme:" Under the tree

ilO

115

120

125

130

135

140

JOIIN GREENLEAF WHITTIER

108

When fire outdoors burns merrily,
There the witches are making tea."
The moon above the eastern wood
Shone at its full; the hill-range stood
Trans.figured in the silver flood,
Its blown snows flashing cold and keen,
D ead white, save where some sharp ravine
Took shadow, or the sombre green
Of hemlocks turned to pitchy black
Against the whiteness of their back.
F or such a world an~ such a night
M ost fitting that unwarming light,
Which only seemed where'er it fell
To make the coldness visible.
Shut in from all the world without,
We sat the clean-winged hearth about,
Content to let the north-wind roar
In baffled rage at pane and door,
While the red logs before us beat
The frost-line back with tropic heat;
And ever, when a louder blast
Shook beam and rafter as it passed,
The merrier up its roaring draught ;
The great throat of the chimney laughed,
The house-dog on bis paws outspread . .
Laid to the fire his drowsy head,
The cat's dark silhouette on the wall
A couchant tiger's seemed to fall;
And, for the winter fireside meet,
Between the andirons' straddling feet,
T he mug of cider simmered slow,
The apples sputtered in a row,
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And, close at hand, the basket stood
With nuts from brown October's wood.
We sped the tiroe with stories old,
Wrought puzzles out, and riddles told,
Or stammered from our school-book lore.
"The chief of Gambia's golden shore."
H ow often since, when all the land
Was clay in Slavery's shaping hand,
As if a far-blown trumpet stirred
The languorous, sin-sick air, I heard
"Does not the voice of reason cry,
Claim the first right which Nature gave,
From the red scourge of bondage fly
Nor deign to liue a burdened slave?''
Our father rode again his ride
On Memphremagog's wooded side;
Sat down again to moose and samp
In trapper's hut and I ndian camp;
Lived o'er the old idyllic ease
Beneath St. Fran<;ois' hemlock trees;
Again for him the moonlight shone
On Norman cap and bodiced zone;
Again he heard the violin play
Which led the village dance away,
And mingled in its merry whirl
The grandam and the laughing girl.
Or, nearer home, our steps he led
Where Salisbury's level marshes spread
-Mile-wide as flies the laden bee;
Where merry mowers, hale and strong,
Swept, scythe on scythe, their swaths along
The low green prairies of the sea.
We shared the fishing off Boar's Head,
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And round the rocky Isles of Shoals
The hake-broil on the driftwood coals;
The chowder on the sand-beach made,
D ipped by the hungry, steaming hot,
With spoons of clam-shell from the pot.
We heard the.tales of witchcraft old,
And dream and sign and marvel told ,,
To sleepy listeners as they lay
Stretched idly on the salted hay,
Adrift along the winding shores,
When favoring breezes deigned to blow
The square sail of the gundalow,
And idle lay the useless oars.
Our mother, while she turned her wheel
Or run the ncw-knil stocking-heel,
T old how the Indian hordes came down
At midnight on Cochecho town,
And how her own great-uncle bore
His cruel scalp-mark to fourscore.
R ecalling, in her fitting phrase,
So rich and picturesque and free
(The common unrhymcd poetry
Of simple life and country ways),
The story of her early days, She made us welcome to her home;
Old hearths grew wide to give us room,
We stoic with her a frightened look
At the gray wizard's conjuring-book,
The fame whereof went far and wide
Through all the simple country-side;
We heard the hawks at twilight play,
The boal-horn on Piscataqua,
The loon's weird laughter far away;
222. Dover in New Hampshire.
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We fished her little trout-brook, knew
What flowers in wood and meadow grew,
What sunny hillsides autumn-brown
She climbed to shake the ripe nuts down,
Saw where in sheltered cove and bay
The ducks' black squadron anchored lay,
And heard the wild geese calling loud
B eneath the gray November cloud.
Then, haply, with a look more grave,
And soberer tone, some tale she gave
From painful Sewel's ancient t ome,
Beloved in every Quaker home,
Of faith fire-winged by martyrdom,
Or Chalkley's Journal, old a?d quaint, Gentlest of skippers, rare sea-saint! 'Who, when the dreary calms prevailed,
And water-butt and bread-cask failed,
And cruel, hungry eyes pursued
His portly presence, mad for food,
With dark hints muttered under breath
Of casting lots for life or death,
Offered, if Heaven withheld supplies,
T o be himself the sacrifice.
'
T hen, suddenly, as if to save
The good man from his living grave,
A ripple on the water grew,
A school of porpoise flashed in view.
"Take, eat," be said, "and be content;
These fishes in my stead are sent
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born in 1675, who travelled extensively as a preacher, and finally
made his home in Philadelphia. He died in 1749; his Journal was
fust published in 1747.
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By H im who gave the tangled ram
To spare the child of Abraham."
Our uncle, innocent of books,
Was rich in lore of fields and brooks,
T h~ ancient teachers never dumb
Of Nature's unhoused lyceum.
In moons and tiq.es and weather wise,
He read the clouds as prophecies,
And foul or fair cou Id well divine,
By many an occult hint and sign,
H olding the cunning-warded keys
To all the woodcraft mysteries;
Himself to Nature's heart so near
That all her voices in his ear
Of beast or bird had meanings clear,
Like Apollonius of old,
Who knew the tales the sparrows told,
Or H ermes, who interpreted
What the sage cranes of Nilus said;
A simple, guileless, childlike man,
Content to live where life bega.n;
Strong only on his native grounds,
The little world of sights and sounds
Whose girdle was the parish bounds,
Whereof his fondly partial pride
The common features magnified,
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!t69. See Genesis xxii. IS.
it78. The measure requires the accent ly'ceum, but in stricter use
the accent is lyce'um.
283. A philosopher born in the first century of the Christian era, of
"'horn many strange stories were told, especially regarding his converse with birds and animals.
285. Hermes Trismegistus, a celebrated Egyptian priest and philosopher, to whom was attributed the revival of geometry, arithmetic,
and art among thc•Egyptians. Ile was little later than Apollonius.
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As Surrey hills to mountains grew
In White of Selborne's loving view, 295
He told how teal and loon he shot,
And how the eagle's eggs he got,
The feats on pond and river done,
The prodigies of rod and gun;
Till, warming with the tales he told,
300
Forgotten was the outside cold,
T he bitter wind unheeded blew,
From ripening corn t he pigeons flew,
T he partridge drummed i' t he wood, the mink
Went fishing down the river-brink.
305
In fields with bean or clover gay,
The woodchuck, like a hermit gray,
Peered from the doorway of his cell;
The muskrat plied the mason's trade,
And tier by tier his mud-walls laid;
310
And from the shagbark overhead
The grizzled squirrel dropped his shell.
Next, the dear aunt, whose smile of cheer
And voice in dreams I see and hear, The sweetest woman ever F ate
·
P erverse denied a household mate,
Who, lonely, homeless, not the less
Found peace in love's unselfishness,
And welcome whereso'er she went,
A calm and gracious element,
Whose presence seemed the sweet income
And womanly atmosphere of home, -
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295. Gilbert White, of Selborne, England, was a clergyman who
wrote the Natural Hiswy of Selborne, a minute, affectionate, and
charming description of what could be seen as it were from bis own
doorstep. The accuracy of his observation and the delightfulness
of his manner have kept the book a classic.
•
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Called up her girlhood memories,
The huskings and the apple-bees,
The sleigh-rides and the summer sai ls,
Weaving through :dl the poor details
And homespun warp of circumstance
A golden woof-thre.td of romance.
F or well she kept her genial mood
And simple faith of maidenhood;
Before her still a cloud-land lay,
The mirage loomed across her way;
The morning dew, that dried so soon
Wit h others, glistened at her noon;
Through years of toil and soil and care,
From glossy tress to thin gray hair,
All unprofaned she held apart
The virgin fancies of the heart.
Be shame to him of woman born
Who had for such but thought of scorn.
There, too, our elder sister plied
Her evening task t he stand.beside;
A full, rich nature, free to trust,
Truthful and a lmost sternly just,
I mpulsive, earnest, prompt to act,
And make her generous thought a fact,
Keeping with many a light disguise
The secret of self-sacrifice.
0 heart sore-tried! thou hast the best
Thal H eaven itseU could give thee, - rest,
Rest from all bitter thoughts and things !
Ilow many a poor one's blessing went
With thee beneath the low green tent
Whose curtain never outward swings!
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As one who held herself a part
Of all she saw, and let her heart
Against the household bosom lean,
Upon the motley-braided mat
Our youngest and our dearest sat,
Lifting her large, sweet, asking eyes,
Now bathed within the fadeless green
And holy peace of Paradise.
Oh, looking from some heavenly hill,
Or from the shade of saintly palms,
Or silver reach of river calms,
D o those large eyes behold me still?
With me one little year ago : T he chill weight of the winter snow
For. months upon her grave has lain;
And now, when summer south-winds blow
And brier and harebell bloom again,
I tread the pleasant paths we trod,
I see lhe violet-sprinkled sod,
Whereon she leaned, too frail and weak
The hillside flowers she loved to seek,
Yet following me where'er I went
With dark eyes full of love's content.
The birds are glad; the brier-rose fills
The air with sweetness; all the hills
Stretch green to J une's unclouded sky;
But still I wait with ear and eye
For something gone which should be nigh,
A loss in all familiar things,
In flower that blooms, and bird that sings.
And yet, dear heart! remembering thee,
Am I not richer than of old?
Safe in thy immortality,
What change can reach the wealth I hold?
What chance can mar the pearl a nd gold
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Thy love hath left in trust with me?
And while in life's late afternoon,
Where cool and long the shadows grow,
I walk to meet the night that soon
Shall shape and shadow overflow,
I cannot feel that thou art far,
Since near at need the angels are;
And when the sunset gates unbar,
Shall I not see thee waiting stand,
And, white against the evening star,
The welcome of thy beckoning band?
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Brisk wielder of the birch and rule,
The master of the district school
Held at the fire his favored place;
Its warm glow lit a laughing face
Fresh-hued and fair, where scarce appeared
The µncertain prophecy of beard.
He teased the mitten-blinded cat,
P layed cross-pins on my uncle's hat,
Sang songs, and told us what befalls
In classic Dartmouth's college halls
Born the wild Northern hills among,
From whence his yeoman father wr.ung
By patient toil subsistence scant,
Not competence and yet not want,
He early gained t he power to pay
His cheerful, self-reliant way;
Could doff at ease his scholar's gown
To peddle wares from town to town;
Or through the long vacation's reach
In lonely lowland districts teach,
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402. This schoolmaster was George Haskell, a native of Harvard,
Mass., who was a Dartmouth College student at the time referred
to in the poem, and afterward became a physician.
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Wl1ere all the droll experience found
At stranger hearths in boarding roun<l,
The moonlit skater's keen delight,
The sleigh-drive through the frosty night,
T he rustic party, wilh its rough
Accompaniment of blind-man's-buff,
And whirling plate, and forfeits paid,
H is winter task a pastime made.
H appy the snow-locked homes wherein
He tuned his merry violin,
Or played the athlete in the barn,
Or held the good dame's winding yarn,
Or mirth-provoking versions told
Of classic legends rare and old,
Wherein the scenes of Greece and R ome
Had all the commonplace of home,
And little seemed at best the odds
Twixt Yankee pedlers and old goqs;
Where Pindus-born Arachlhus took
The guise of any grist-mill brook,
An<l dread Olympus at his will
Became a huckleberry hill.
A careless boy that night be seemed ;
B ut at bis desk he had the look
And air of one who wisely schemed,
And hostage from the future took
In trained thought and lore of book.
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Another guest that winter night
Flashed back from lustrous eyes the light.
Unmarked by time, and yet not young,
450
4S9. P indus is lhe mountnin ehnio which, running Crom north to
south, nearly bisects Greece. Five rivers take their rise from the central peak. the Aous, the Araehlhus, the lla.liaemon, the Peoeus,
nnd the Aehelous.
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T he honeyed music of her tongue
And words of meekness scarcely told
A nature passionate and bold,
Strong, self-concentred, pursuing guide,
Its milder features dwarfed beside
455
H er unbent will's majestic pride.
She sat among us, at the best,
A not unfeared, half-welcome guest,
R eQuking with her cultured phrase
Our homeliness of words and ways.
460
A certain pard-like, treacherous grace
Swayed the lithe limbs and dropped the lash,
Lent the white teeth their dazzling flash;
And under low brows, black with night,
Rayed out at times a dangerous light ;
465
T he sharp heat-lightnings of her face
Presaging ill to him whom Fate
Condemned to share her love or hate.
A woman tropical, intense
In t hought and act, in soul and sense,
470
She blended in a like degree
T he v ixen and t he devotee,
R evealing with each freak or feint
T he temper of P etruchio's Kate,
T he raptures of Siena's saint.
475
H er tapering hand and rounded wrist
H ad facile power to form a fist;
T he warm, dark languish of her eyes
Was never safe from wrath's surprise.
Brows saintly calm and lips devout
480
K new every change of scowl and pout;
See Shakespeare's comedy of Tlie Taming of tlie Shrew.
475. Saint Catherine of Siena, who is represented as having wonderful visions. She made a vow of silence for three years.
474.
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And the sweet voice had notes more high
And shrill for social battle-cry.
Since then what old cathedral town
H as missed her pilgrim staff and gown,
What convent-gate has held its lock
Against the challenge of her knock !
T hrough Smyrna's plague-hushed thoroughfares,
Up sea-set l\1a lta's rocky stairs,
Gray olive slopes of hills that hem
490
T hy tombs and shrines, Jerusalem,
Or start ling on her desert throne
T he crazy Queen of Lebanon
With claims fantastic as her own,
Her t ireless feet have held their way;
495
And still, unrestful, bowed, and gray,
She watches under Eastern skies,
W ith hope each day renewed and fresh,
The Lord's quick coming in the flesh,
Whereof she dreams and prophesies!
500
At last t he great logs, crumbling low,
Sent out a dull and duller glow,
The bull's-eye watch that hung in view,
Ticking its weary circuit through,
P ointed with mutely-warning sign
Its black band to the hour of nine.
That sign the pleasant circle broke:
My uncle ceased his pipe to smoke,
K nocked from its bowl the refuse gray,
And laid it tenderly away,
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600. This "not unfeared, half-welcome guest," Miss Ilarriet

Livermore, at the time of this narrative was about twenty-eight
years old. She once went on an independent mission lo lbe Western Indians, whom she, in common with some others, believed to
be remnants of the lost tribes of Israel, but much of her life was
spent in the Orient.
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Then roused himself to safely cover
The dull red brand with ashes over.
And while, with care, our mother laid
The work aside, her steps she sta,yed
One moment, seeking to express
Her grateful sense of happiness
For food and shelter, warmth and health,
And love's contentment more than wealth,
With simple wishes (not the weak,
Vain prayers which no fulfilment seek,
But such as warm the generous heart,
O'er-prompt to do with Heaven its part)
That none might lack, that bitter night,
For bread and clothing, warmth and light.
Within our beds awhile we heard
The wind that round the gables roared,
With now and then a ruder shock,
Which made our very bedsteads rock. .
We heard the loosened clapboards tost,
The board-nails snapping in the frost;
And on us, through the unplastered wall,
Felt the lightsifted snow-flakes fall;
B ut sleep stole on, as sleep will <lo
When hearts are light and life is·new;
Faint and more faint the murmurs grew,
Till in the summer-land of dreams
T hey softened to the sound of streams,
Low stir of leaves, and dip of oars,
And lapsing waves on quiet shores.
Next morn we wakened with the shout
Of merry voices high and clear;
And saw the teamsters drawing near
To break the drifted highways out. ,
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D own the long hillside treading slow
We saw the half-buried oxen go,
Shaking the snow from he.1.ds uptost,
Their straining nostrils white with frost.
Before our door the straggling train
D rew up, an added team to gain.
The elders threshed their hands a-cold,
P assed, wilh the cider-mug, their jokes
F rom lip to lip; the younger folks
D own the loose snow-banks, wrestling, rolled,
Then toiled again the cavalcade
O'er windy hill, through clogged ravine,
And woodland paths that wound between
Low d rooping pine-boughs winter-weighed.
F rom every barn a team afoot,
At every house a new recruit,
Where;drawn by Tature's subtlest law,
Haply the watchful young men saw
Sweet doorway pictures of the curls
And curious eyes of merry girls,
Lifting their hands in mock defence
Against the snow-balls' compliments,
And reading in each missive tost
T he charm which Eden never lost.
We heard once more the sleigh-bells' sound ;
And, following where the teamsters led,
The wise old Doctor went his round,
J ust pausing at our door to say,
In the brief autocratic ,vay
Of one who, prompt at Duty's call,
Was free to urge her claim on all,
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570. T he 1ouc old Doctm wns Dr. Weld of Haverhill, an able
man, who died at the age of ninety-aix.
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T hat some poor neighbor sick abed
At night our mother's aid would need.
For, one in generous thought and deed,
What mattered in the sufferer's sight
The Quaker matron's inward light,
The Doctor's mail of Calvin's creed?
All hearts confess the saints elect
Who, twain in faith, in love agree,
And melt not in an acid sect
The Christian pearl of charity!

575

So days went on: a week had passed
Since the great world was heard from last.
The Almanac we studied o'er,
Read and reread our little store
Of books and pamph lets, scarce a score;
One harmless novel, mostly hid
From younger eyes, a book forbid,
And poetry, (or good or bad,
A single book was all we had,)
Where Ellwood's meek, drab-skirted M use,
A stranger to the heathen Nine,
Sang, with a somewhat nasal whine,
T he wars of David and the Jews.
At last the floundering carrier bore
T he village paper to our door.
Lo! broadening outward as we read,
To warmer zones the horizon spread;
In panoramic length unrolled
We saw the marvel that it told.
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594. Thomas Ellwood, one of the Society of Friends, a contemporary and friend of Milton, and the suggester of Paradise Regained, wrote an epic poem in five books, called Davideis, the life of
King David of Israel.
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Before us passed the painted Creeks,
And daft McGregor on his raids
In Costa. Rica's eYerglades.
And up Taygetus winding slow
R ode Ypsilanti's Mainote Greeks,
A Turk's head at each saddle bow!
Welcome to us its week-old news,
Its corner for the rustic l\luse,
Its monthly gauge of snow and rain,
I ts record, mingling in a breath
The wedding bell and dirge of death:
J est, anecdote, and love-lorn tale,
The latest culprit sent to jail;
Its hue and cry of stolen and lost,
Its vendue sales and goods at cost,
And traffic calling loud for gain.
We felt the stir of hall and street,
T he pulse of life that round us beat;
The chill embargo of the snow
Was melted in the genial glow;
Wide swung again our ice-locked door,
And a ll the world was ours once more!

605

610

615

620

625

J ohn Greenleaf Whili ·er.
604. Referring to the removal of the Creek Indians from G~orgia
lo beyond the Mississippi.
605. In 1822 Sir Gregor McGregor, a Seotehman, began llll ineffectual attempt to establish a colony in Costa Rica.
607. Taygetus is a mountain on the Gulf of Messenia in Greece,
and near by is the district of Maina, noted for its robbers and
pirates. It was from these mountaineers that Ypsilanti, a Creek
patriot, drew his cavalry in the struggle with Turkey which resulted
in the independence of Greece.
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THE QUEST
We search the world for truth; we cull
The good, the pure, the beautiful,
From graven stone and written scroll,
From all old flower-fields of the soul;
And, weary seekers of the best,
We come back laden from our quest,
To find that all the sages said
Is in the Book our mothers read.

MEMORIAL DAY ADDRESS
(May SO, 1917)
THE program

has conferred an unmerited dignity upon
the remarks I am going to make by calling them an
address, because I am not here to deliver an address.
I am here merely to show in my official capacity the
sympathy of this great Government with the object 5
of this occasion, and also to speak just a word of the
sentiment that is in my own heart.
Any memorial day of this sort is, of course, a day
touched with sorrowful memory, and yet I for one do
not see how we can have any thought of pity for 10
the men whose memory we honor to-day. I do not pity
them. I envy them, rather, because their great work
for liberty is accomplished, and we are in the midst of
a work unfinished, testing our strength where their
strength already has been tested.
15
There is a touch of sorrow, but there is a touch of
reassurance also in a day like this, because we know
how the men of America have responded to the call of
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t he cause of liberty, and it fills our mind with a perfect
assurance that that response will come again in 20
equal measure, with equal majesty, and with a result
which will hold the attention of all mankind.
When you reflect upon it, these men who died to
preserve the Union died to preserve the instrument
which we are now using to serve the world - a free 25
nation espousing the cause of human liberty. In one
sense the great struggle into which we have now entered is an American struggle, because it is in defense
of American honor and American rights, but it is something even greater than that; it is a world struggle. 30
It is a struggle, everywhere, of men who love liberty;
and in this cause America will show herself greater
t han ever because she will rise to a greater thing.
We have said in the beginning that we planned this
great Government that men who wish freedom 35
might have a place of refuge and a place where their
hope could be realized, and now, having established
such a Government, having preserved such a Government, having vindicated the power of such a Government, we are saying to all mankind, "We did 40
not set this Government up in order that we might
have a selfish and separate liberty, for we are now
ready to come to your assistance and fight out upon
the fields of the world the cause of human liberty."
In this thing America attains her full dignity 45
and the full fruition of her great purpose.
No man can be glad that such things have happened
as we have wit nessed in these last fateful years, but
perhaps it may be permitted to us to be glad that we
have an opportunity to show the principles which 50
we profess to be living - principles which live in our
hearts- and to have a chance by the pouring out of
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our blond and treasure to vindicate the things which
we have professed. For, my friends, the real fruition
of life is to do th.e things we have said we wished 55
to do. There are times when words seem empty and
only action seems great. Such a time has come, and
in the providence of God America will once more
have an opportunity to show to the world that she was
born to serve mankind.
60
Woodrow Wilson
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